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THE BENNETT TWINS 



CHAPTER I 

THE BENNETT TWINS SETTLE THEIR FUTURE 

*' This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes." 

THE Bennett Twins were about to face the 
first real crisis in their young lives. They 
were a sturdy, self-reliant pair of orphans, 
now past their seventeenth birthday. As all twins 
properly should be, they were bound together in 
a sympathy of perfect understanding, and few were 
the thoughts they did not share. Every young 
girl has her dreams, of course, and every boy his 
ambitions; it is not easy, when one is young, to 
tell all that one hopes to be, and presumably the 
wildest aspirations of each were locked fast in 
reserve, but for the most part they were frankly 
spread out for inspection at every discussion of 
the future the twins were wont to hold. 

At the time Captain Donald Bennett met his 
death in a skirmish with the Indians in Dakota, 
and his frail wife succumbed to the shock, the 
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2 The Bennett Twins 

twins were mere bundles of flannel and lace, too 
small to be taken away from the little Western post 
where they were born. Within a few months, 
however, they had been escorted to the nearest 
railroad station by their devoted nurse and a whole 
detachment of cavalry. And there they had been 
wept over, and kissed, and carried oflF to the East 
by a lady from whom they had never since been 
parted. In another year, when they were able to 
tumble about the nursery, the twins learned that 
"Aunt Lilla" was the name of their rescuer, who 
stood next to nurse in their aflFections, and they 
grew into some knowledge of a brown-bearded 
" Uncle Ned," who tossed and tickled them before 
the firelight. 

In this comfortable home they grew up in a 
healthy, happy childhood, not knowing at first 
what they had lost out of their lives, since love 
and kindness met them at every turn. But reali- 
zation came to them in time, adding a new tenderness 
to the doubly close tie by which they were already 
bound. 

Donald's eyes were hazel, and his heavy mop of 
hair was black ; Agnes's eyes were darker, but her 
curly locks were reddish brown, and the natures 
of the two seemed as agreeably balanced as their 
colouring. If Donald was less impulsive and slower 
of speech, he was ready of wit and resource; 
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The Bennett Twins settle their Future 3 

if Agnes rarely remembered to look before she 
leaped, she had pluck enough not to complain of 
a tumble, and was always open to counsel. In a 
lively sense of humour they were identical. 

They went through their school-days as average 
children go, being too fond of play to stand at the 
head of their classes, and too ambitious to fall far 
below. With their course in the high school nearly 
completed, it was natural that they should seriously 
plan for the future. Agnes's choice was inevitable. 
Her love of music was a heritage from the gifted 
little mother. The girl had always been like a 
lark in the house, and her voice was receiving 
careful training. Twice a week she went into 
town for lessons, and was already known as one of 
Madam Bernard's most promising pupils. Don- 
ald's voice was sweet and true, and not untrained, 
but the boy always felt that his own special gift 
did not lie in the direction of music. Where it 
lay he did not guess until he was sixteen. 

They were working over their lessons in the 
library one evening, and Agnes was babbling some 
German conjugation they were trying to master. 
While he listened Donald idly attempted to copy 
the beautiful Saint Michael of Raphael, hanging 
opposite, and led on by the splendour pf its outlines, 
was soon too absorbed to notice that Agnes had 
stopped and was fixing him with reproachful eyes. 
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"You aren't hearing a word I say ! Is my 
tongue to be turned into a corkscrew for nothing?" 
she cried, and still he did not look up. In another 
minute she was round the table and peering over 
his shoulder. 

" Why, Donald Bennett ! " she slowly exclaimed. 

Donald flushed. " It isn't anything," he mut- 
tered, crumpling the paper out of sight. Agnes 
noted, however, that it went into his pocket instead 
of into the waste-basket. 

It was a feeble enough copy, of course, blunder- 
ing and ill-proportioned, but there was in it a faint 
something, a suggestion of power, which Agnes, 
girl as she was, had not failed to recognize. 

Donald made sure that his sister was at her sing- 
ing-lesson the next day when he evaded a suggested 
game of ball and stole home to the library. He was 
a little more successful with his second copy, for he 
had learned something of proportion from his first 
essay. Then he took down some bound volumes 
of the Century from the shelves and read about 
painters and paintings till Agnes and the dinner-bell 
surprised him in his chair. 

He went to the table in such a glow that even 
Mr. Lowe noticed it and asked with smiling sym- 
pathy : " What scheme's afoot now ? Theatricals ? 
A new ball-team ? " 

The usually ready tongue made a tardy response. 
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Agnes looked at her twin in wonder. " Come down 
into the garden," he whispered as they left the table. 

They slipped through the soft fragrance of the 
night down under the budding trees to a seat by the 
purple-plumed lilacs. For years afterward the lilac- 
scent always brought to Agnes a sudden foreboding 
tightness about the heart, a memory of the dim 
garden and of a young girl who waited, teeth set on 
underlip, for a word she dreaded. All the best 
blood in the twins rallied around the thought of 
their father, but Don's boyish talk of a soldier s life 
grew into a menace to the sister who was never quite 
forgetful of it. With every inch he added to his 
strong young body her fear deepened ; and to-night 
the new earnestness in his voice set her trembling. 

"Agnes," he began when a comfortable privacy 
was secured, " I am not going to be a soldier like 
my father, nor a doctor like Uncle Willard, nor 
even a banker like Uncle Ned ; not one of the 
things we've ever talked of. Vm going to be an 
artist!" He drew a long breath and waited for 
her response. 

" Well, I don't see why you can't be, Don,'* she 
said with prompt loyalty, the warm blood coming 
back to her face. 

" I'm sure I can ! I feel it ! Somehow, copying 
that picture last night made me see all at once that it 
is the one thing I want to do." 
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" But Don, what will Uncle Ned say ? He'll be 
awfully disappointed." 

" Yes, I know it, but I shan't say anything to him 
about it till I'm sure of myself. How can I ? 
There's no use stirring him up for nothing. I'll 
ask him to let me take drawing-lessons of that Mr. 
MuUins who teaches in town, and perhaps in a year 
or two I'll be earning so much by my pictures that 
he won't care." 

" Think of it ! " gasped Agnes, already seeing him 
famous. 

Mr. and Mrs. Lowe were fully in favour of the 
lessons when Donald made known his wish. Their 
niece was having her voice cultivated for her pleas- 
ure and theirs, and they saw no reason why their 
nephew should not have a safe and refined taste 
indulged. 

The school-days of the twins soon came to an 
end. Donald was one of the class orators, and his 
address on choosing the right path in life and making 
sure of the thing one was fitted to do, rang out in 
eager, triumphant tones. Mr. Lowe searched the 
handsome flushed face uneasily, wondering what 
notion the boy had got into his head. But when his 
uncle soon after made the oflFer that Donald expected 
and gave the boy a chance to learn the business in 
which he had himself been successful, Donald assented 
at once. He was keen enough to see that unless he 
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proved his willingness and unfitness for such work 
he could never expect his uncle to yield to him. 

The work in the oflice was at first not distasteful to 
Don. He started with a conscientious resolve to 
do his best, and was really interested in mastering 
the details of banking. It was so curiously diflFerent 
from what he wanted to do that he was occupied in 
wondering at it for the first month or two. And 
then, when his gratified uncle looked to see his 
enthusiasm grow, it began to wane. The bonds 
they handled were but unmeaning slips of paper to 
him; they seemed to deal in unrealities, among 
which he floundered, helpless. The routine grew 
intolerable to him; try as he might he could not 
throw his heart into it. By the time another spring 
had come he could no longer conceal his indifiFerence, 
to Mr. Lowe's great displeasure. 

Meanwhile the drawing-lessons went on, two 
evenings in a week. All of Donald's spare time 
was spent in copying pictures that appealed to him, 
or in trying to draw Agnes and his dog — models of 
equal patience. He had gained, no doubt, since 
those early uninstructed days ; but the scantiness of 
that gain he measured with increasing distrust, and 
many a sketch of late had been angrily torn to bits. 

" There's something wrong ! " he declared at last 
in deep despair. "Perhaps I made a mistake in 
thinking I ever can draw. Can't you see, Agnes, 
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that I can*t put a figure together any better than I 
could before ? Look at those putty arms ! Lots 
like life, aren't they?" 

Rip went his paper, and his sister shifted her 
strained position to one of ease. 

"I think it's because you're disturbed about 
Uncle Ned's business," she said sympathetically. 
" If you could give your whole mind to it, I think 
you'd do better." 

" Oh, I don't know ! I bet I'll never make an 
artist, and I know I'll never make a banker! I'd 
better try soldiering next." Don looked gloomily 
toward his father's sword and forage-cap, hanging 
over the mantel. 

He grew more discontented daily. He was not 
actually careless in the office, but he was so far from 
making any headway that Mr. Lowe could scarcely 
refrain from stinging comment, and though he saw 
how Donald chafed he imagined it was because the 
boy was still in an inferior position, where naturally 
he must remain till he proved himself worthy of 
greater responsibility. At last Mr. Lowe lost all 
patience with Don's half-awake method of routine- 
work. 

"You'll never be anything more than a mere 
clerk," he said sharply. " How can you expect to 
rise by such shilly-shallying ? " 

His nephew raised a miserable face from his paper. 
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Mr. Lowe was startled to see how thin and worn he 
looked. " Uncle Ned, I shall never make a success 
of this, — never ! I wish you*d let me give it up ! ** 

" Nonsense ! " His uncle patted his shoulder 
kindly. He was touched by Donald's looks. 
"You'll come out all right, my boy. What you 
need now is a change. Better go for a little trip 
somewhere. I'll let you off for a week or two." 

Donald fairly groaned when his uncle left him. 
Six months ago he would have declared himself for 
an art career then and there; now he doubted his 
ability. Though confidence in himself was waning 
fast, his love for the work never faltered, and the 
mere thought of renouncing so dear a hope was bitter 
for the lad's endurance. 

Agnes entered into his troubles with ready sym- 
pathy, declaring her faith in his futurje if he 
persevered, but she was none the less in high spirits 
over her own little successes. She had sung at two 
of Madam Bernard's recitals, as well as at several 
private musicales, and looked forward to concert- 
work in a few years more. She spoke hopefully of 
getting some young pupils herself in another season, 
and to all her talk the Lowes gave smiling indul- 
gence, having little idea that it would come to any- 
thing. They were well-to-do people, and saw no 
reason why their adopted daughter should earn her 
living. 
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The proposed vacation resolved itself into a fort- 
night's visit of the twins to a dear old farm-house on 
the Kennebec. Good times they had in plenty, 
sailing up the beautiful river or down to the sea, but 
Donald's one thought, wherever he turned, was, 
"How I'd like to paint it!" In vain all the loveli- 
ness of nature pleaded to be transferred to canvas. 
He had vowed to himself not to draw a stroke 
during the visit, hoping thereby to leave his mind 
freer to choose. For he felt that choose he must, 
now. He would either go back declared for a 
business career, or he would openly proclaim him- 
self the art student he longed to be. At the very 
close of their stay, Donald went up the river for 
a long day alone. The twins were not inseparable, 
though usually to be found together, and Agnes, 
understanding his mood, went off to a tennis tourna- 
ment without a protest. 

At sunset she saw his sail dancing merrily over 
the water and ran down to meet him, half dreading 
to hear his decision. One look at his face would 
tell her his choice. So in doubt and fear she hung 
back till he moored the little boat and hurried 
up the wharf, radiant. He had not looked like that 
since those first days after copying the Saint Michael, 
and she could have cried with joy and relief 

" It's good-by to stocks and bonds ! " he called, 
as soon as he was near. 
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" Hurrah ! Sit down and tell me how you made 
up your mind." She pointed to a pile of boards. 

" Well, of all blessed happens tances ! " he began, 
settling himself. "There I was, ploughing along 
through the water and struggling with my night- 
mare, and I ^hadna sailed a league, a league, a 
league but barely ' — one, when what should I see 
but a white umbrella on a bank, and a man sitting 
under it painting! Wasn't that the queerest go? 
Well, the only thing to do was to stand about in his 
waterscape till I could catch his eye and see if 'twas 
safe to speak to him. Some of our profession are 
rather touchy, you know." He broke off to smile 
broadly. 

" Oh, do go on, Don ! Well ? " 

"Well, he turned out to have quite a jolly 
eye when he looked up, so I bowed my hand- 
somest — " 

" And made him the sign of the brotherhood, I 
suppose," put in Agnes, giggling excitedly. 

" And asked him if he minded my coming ashore 
a few minutes. * Come ahead ! ' he sang out in a 
big, hearty voice, and I tumbled out of that boat 
and made for his side in a way that must have 
tickled him. 

" * I suppose you think it's kind of funny for me 
to bob up like this,' I began, when I'd had a chance 
to take in his picture and saw it was Jolly good. 
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* it's kind of sudden, but when I saw you it struck 
me you were just the one ! ' 

" He went on painting and never looked up, put- 
ting a great splash of colour here, and one there, and 
standing off to look at the effect, till I felt rather 
cheap and like taking myself off." 

" What a pig ! *' Agnes said in disgust. 

"You wait, miss, and hear! After about five 
minutes he looked up as if he were surprised, and I 
suppose I looked sort of silly, for he laughed and 
said, ' I thought you were just getting your breath. 
Aren't you going to tell me what I can do for you?' 
He had such a warming way with him I felt as if 
we were old pals, and I went ahead and told him 
the whole thing. I told him about Uncle Ned's 
office, and how I had got discouraged about fol- 
lowing art, yet how I loved it, and how I had 
come out with the intention of throwing all my 
sketches overboard, along with my ambitions in 
that line." 

" Don ! " 

" Yes, sir, I had 'em all bundled up in the bot- 
tom of the boat. He'd puffed away at his pipe and 
dabbed on paint all this time ; but when I told him 
about the sketches he said, * Fetch 'em here,' and 
down I flew. I spread 'em all out, even that first 
little sketch of Saint Michael, and I thought I'd die 
of suspense while he looked 'em over." 
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" I know I shall, Don, if you don't talk faster ! " 
breathed Agnes, in an agony of impatience. 

" By and by," went on Don, in his leisurely, 
measured tones, " he took out his pipe and gave me 
a smile that cheered me to my boots. * You're all 
right, my son,' he said; * you just keep at it. Only 
what you want is a good teacher. You've been 
travelling round in a circle, without getting any- 
where.' " 

Donald's face was working, now that the long 
strain was over. He felt that his whole life hinged 
on the man's friendly counsel. 

" I knew you were all right," Agnes said, squeez- 
ing his hand in sympathy. 

They sat quiet for a time while the soft August 
twilight gathered about them, and the little boats 
came up the river and dropped anchor for the night. 

" I put in the whole day there," Don resumed at 
length, his voice rough with feeling. "We had 
lunch together, and he told me what I'd have to 
learn, and how long and hard it would be, and who'd 
be a good man to help me, and a lot of things about 
art I never'd have thought of for years. And oh, 
Agnes, I'm going to New York in the fall ! " 

Her response was instant. "Donald! Are 
you ? Well, then, I'll go too ! " 



CHAPTER II 

REBELLION OR CIVIL WAR? 
'* But surely dreams were ne'er indicted treason." 

WHEN the twins reached home again they 
were so brown of colour, so round of 
cheek, and so brimming over with spirits 
that their uncle and aunt were satisfied with the re- 
sult of the experiment. Only now and again would 
come queer little breaks in their chatter, awkward 
pauses unlike the twins, which both of them raced to 
bridge over. The truth was that, with their cherished 
plans weighing mightily on their minds, they could 
not feel at ease until they had made a clean breast 
of them. Donald avoided his uncle all the first 
day, wincing in anticipation of the moment when 
an affectionate hand would drop on his shoul- 
der, and a cheery voice say, " Well, Don, you'll 
be ready for business again in the morning, I 
suppose ? " 

It came just at bedtime, when the twins were 
weakly wondering if it would not be better to post- 
pone the talk till morning. In answer to it Donald 
looked up bravely, his lips grown pale. " I'm 

14 



Rebellion or Civil War? 15 

nothing but a failure at business, Uncle Ned. You 
must have seen it. I can't go back to it." 

Mr. Lowe stared over his glasses in astonishment. 
" Why, what nonsense, Don ! You were tired out 
and discouraged before you went away, but we'll 
make a banker of you, don't you worry." 

The boy grew whiter. It was hard to go on in 
the face of this kindness. "But, Uncle Ned, I 
don't suit the banking business, and it doesn't suit 
me at all. I haven't a particle of interest in it." 

" Do you wish me to understand, Donald, that 
you have seriously decided against coming back to 
the office?" 

" I'm afraid I have. Uncle Ned. I have thought 
it all over carefully, and I hate to go against your 
wishes, sir, but I don't feel that I can tie my life 
down to work I never shall care for." This was 
a part of what he had rehearsed, and it went more 
easily. 

Mr. Lowe continued to stare, speechless for sheer 
amazement. The twins looked the guilty culprits 
they felt themselves to be, and Agnes trembled, know- 
ing she must soon add her share to the sensation. 

" Have you thought of what you would prefer to 
do ? " His uncle tried to speak quietly, but he was 
unable to keep the sarcasm wholly out of his voice. 

Donald glanced over where Agnes sat quaking, 
and her fright made him straighten up. "Yes, sir/' 
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he answered in clear tones, " I have decided to study 



art." 



Mrs. Lowe, stepping in from the piazza, caught 
the determined words with a sense of amusement ; 
but her smile was checked at sight of three seri- 
ous faces. " I believe Mr. MuUins has turned 
Donald's head with his talk," she suggested half 
lightly. She had at one time been ambitious for 
a college education for the twins, but failing to 
rouse any enthusiasm in them or in her husband, 
had wisely concluded to let them work out their 
lives after their own design. That this could ever 
run contrary to the ways their guardians might 
map out for them never crossed her mind. 

" I don't suppose you can understand it," Don- 
ald went on, his firmness failing somewhat before a 
second reproachful pair of eyes. " You can't know 
if you never cared for anything like it yourself. 
But I feel that I'd rather paint one good picture, 
draw one figure that had life in it, than make 
millions by selling bonds and be able to buy pictures 
by the yard ! " 

" But I'm sure you draw and paint very well now," 
his uncle said in perplexity. 

" Oh, those ! " The boy spoke with infinite con- 
tempt. " Why, Uncle Ned, that's like staying an 
oflSce-boy always. That's the work of a very boot- 
black in art. I want to be a real painter ! " 
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"But, Donald," Mrs. Lowe interposed, "your 
uncle has planned ever since you were born to take 
you into partnership with him some day." 

" There, there, Lilla, never mind. I suppose he 
has considered that." 

" Yes, sir, that's what makes it hard on both 
sides," Donald answered, feeling his uncle's suflfer- 
ing and conscious of his own. 

" But I don't see why he can't study evenings as 
he did before, and give you his daytimes. Then 
nobody would be disappointed, and I'm sure you'd 
be much happier earning something, Donald." 

"It depends on how I earn it. Aunt Lilla. 
You know I want to make this my work for life, 
and I can't unless I peg at it most of the time. It's 
business — or art. But not both ! " 

" You probably didn't hear him say, Lilla, that 
a banker's Hfe is distasteful to him." His uncle's 
voice told how the speech rankled. 

" I'm sorry to have to say it. Uncle Ned, but, 
honestly, I can't bear it," blurted poor Don, deter- 
mined to have an end of that. 

"How long does Mr. MuUins consider it will 
take you to become a real painter ? " Mr. Lowe 
asked, in open sarcasm now. 

" But I'm not going to study with Mr. Mullins 
any more ; he's no kind of a teacher. He's not an 
artist himself, and he doesn't know the first thing 
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about constructing a figure. What I want is to go 
to New York, where I can make some headway." 

There was a silence of absolute dismay. It was 
broken by Agnes, who flew from one to the other, 
to fling her arms about the neck of each in turn. 

" Oh, Aunt Lilla, don't look like that ! Uncle 
Ned, you mustn't take it so ! " she cried incohe- 
rently. " Just wait and see how proud you'll be 
of us. For of course I'm going, too ! " 

Mr. Lowe turned crimson. Unprepared for this 
independence, he could not at once adjust himself 
to the situation. " I think you children are crazy ! " 
he broke out angrily. "Agnes, go up to bed. 
Well, tell me what all this means," he added help- 
lessly, as his niece dropped down on his knee. 

" It means. Uncle Ned," began the twins together, 
and the rest was lost in a jumble. 

"It means," they began again excitedly, and then 
Donald grinned and gave up. 

" We want to live together in New York," Agnes 
continued. " Don is going to study in an art school, 
and I am going to sing." 

" Indeed ! have you calculated what your probable 
expenses will be ? " 

" I don't think you realize what a wild idea this is, 
Agnes," her aunt said, with an attempt at soothing 
her. "You could not expect your uncle to sup- 
port you in an undertaking we both disapprove. 



Rebellion or Civil War? 19 

I think Donald is very foolish and mistaken. He 
never could make anything painting pictures." 

" I don't, then ! " Agnes cried hotly. " I think 
he's right, and we can support ourselves if Uncle 
Ned won't help us ! " 

Mr. Lowe took the floor again. " You wouldn't 
find it so easy in a strange city. Your going is out 
of the question, Agnes. Donald might make out 
in some way, though I don't see how, but you must 
give up this absurd notion of going with him." 

" Uncle Ned, you know we're fond of both of you, 
but we're really more than anything to each other, 
and you mustn't separate us," pleaded Agnes, her 
voice choking. 

" Then Donald had better stay at home," was the 
firm response. 

" I am sorry that is impossible, sir," Donald said 
respectfully, but with equal firmness. " You know 
we have over two hundred dollars of our own 
money to start with, and I hope to earn something 
by doing illustrations for the weekly papers. Be- 
sides, Agnes really has some very practical plans." 

"Agnes — " began Mrs. Lowe, impatiently. 

" Yes, indeed ; I am going to give ballad recitals 
in private houses, and that will pay, even if I don't 
get any pupils. You know Mrs. Roberts said that 
people in New York always have to be amused, 
morning, noon, and night." 
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"But my dear, silly little girl/* — Mr. Lowe 
forced himself to tolerance. It was all so childish, — 
" you are utterly unknown in New York, and with- 
out some one to push you, you can't get on." 

" Madam Bernard will give me letters of intro- 
duction, I know. She'd encourage me. And some 
of the people whose houses Tve sung in here must 
have friends in New York. I'm sure I can get 
letters." She laid her cheek coaxingly to his. 

"I will not hear of it!" Mrs. Lowe's voice 
trembled. "You are both too young to knock 
about a great city alone. You've always been such 
good children. What can make you so wilful now ? " 

Agnes ran to stop her aunt's tears, but her own 
were beginning to fall, and they all felt very uncom- 
fortable. " I'd take the greatest care of my sister,'* 
Donald was beginning, when Mr. Lowe cut him 
short. " Don't let us talk any more about it to- 
night," he said, casting a desperate eye at the clock. 
"In the morning we'll be able to discuss it more 
calmly. But I can't tell you how much you've 
grieved and disappointed me, Donald." 

" I'm awfiiUy sorry, sir, but — " 

" There, no more now ! " His uncle hastily 
retreated, lest the argument should begin afresh. 

Donald threw a comforting arm over his twin's 
shoulder as they went upstairs. "Never mind. 
Lamb," he whispered ; " be as meek as your name. 
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but as stubborn as a goat, and we'll get our 
way." 

All four of them turned and tossed through a rest- 
less night and were little fitted for a calm discussion 
when morning came. But some time before day- 
light Mr. Lowe decided that his headstrong young 
charges needed a lesson and would get it soonest 
by being given their way. 

" It's no use, Lilla," he said to his wife as they 
dressed; "we've got to let them go. We can't 
battle against them all winter, and they'd always 
think they were right till they'd proved they were 
wrong." 

" Then we'll go on to New York with them and 
settle them in some pleasant boarding-place, Ned," 
she said resignedly. 

" I shan't settle them anywhere. They made 
their plans without us, and they can carry them 
out alone. That's the only way they'll learn any- 
thing. And nothing can happen to the two to- 
gether." 

Breakfast was a rather dismal meal. Mrs. Lowe 
and Agnes were both red-eyed, and Donald looked 
pale and worried. Mr. Lowe alone was cheerful. 
Having chosen a course he had regained his usual 
serenity. When breakfast was over he pushed back 
his chair, but instead of unfolding his paper he 
turned to the anxious twins. 
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" Well, children, your aunt and I have decided to 
let you have your way. You shall go to New York 
if you will, and you may try to support yourselves 
if you can. We are willing to furnish your usual 
winter wardrobes, and buy your tickets to New 
York, — and return. More than that we are not 
willing to do." 

" Oh, thank you ! " the twins cried in glad relief. 
"That's all we want, and you'll see how well we'll 
get along ! " 

" All I ask," he went on unmoved, " is that when 
you can no longer support yourselves and live 
honestly — that is, without borrowing — you will 
come home, and Don will then be ready to drop 
this nonsense. Do you agree to that ? " 

" Yes, sir," answered Donald. It was strange to 
him that his uncle could not realize that art was 
not like business, and immediate returns from it 
were not to be expected. "If I'd wanted to be a 
plumber, he'd have given me at least a couple of 
years to learn in," he thought with passing bitter- 
ness. His hope was high, however, and he would 
not complain. 

" You have a great responsibility, Donald, in the 
care of your sister. You'll have to look out for her, 
for a big city holds many dangers, and things will 
be harder for her than for you. I'll talk to you 
more about that." 
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" ril be careful of her," Donald promised. 

Mrs. Lowe's eyes filled again, and her husband 
hastily concluded : " Nothing we can say will make 
you see you are wrong. You'll have to prove it for 
yourselves. But if you should succeed in making 
your way through the winter. Til own I am wrong, 
and ril see about helping Donald another year. 
And in that case," he finished with grim humour, 
" we'll call this rebellion a civil war." 



CHAPTER III 

"with our shields or on them" 

" What's Knowledge, with her stocks and lands. 
To gay Conjecture's yellow strands ? 
What's watching her slow flocks increase 
To ventures for the golden fleece ? 
What her deep ships safe under lea. 
To youth's light craft that drinks the sea ? " 

IT' was not altogether the joyous task they had 
anticipated, this stripping their belongings from 
the walls and gathering them up from corners 
— the things they would need for use, the things 
of an ornamental value, and the things with which 
they burdened themselves merely to be reminded 
of home. The twins made every preparation for 
an indefinite absence, for they vowed to themselves 
that they would never give in and come back hum- 
bled and beaten. But it was curious how many 
little wrenches of parting there were, pangs that 
made themselves felt among all the rosy visions in 
which they were wrapped. Their guardians were so 
helpful, when the struggle once was over, so ready 
to forward their departure, that the twins might 
have melted in remorse, had they not been fully 
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conscious of the humorous point of view from 
which the serious undertaking was regarded. 

" They're sending us off to be disciplined, and 
they haven't a doubt that we'll come back properly 
chastened," Agnes sighed. Her dressing-table was 
bare of its last pretty trifle, and she was carefully 
stowing a pile of dainty cups and saucers in a box 
of gayly striped pillows from the window-seat. 

" Yes, they've warned us that the water is 
wet, and now they're going to let us see how it 
feels to get beyond our depth," chuckled Donald, 
bending over his sister with a curiously assorted 
armful. 

" And how surprised they'll be to find we've 
learned to swim ! " was the confident response. 
" Now, Don, it is ridiculous to pack those foils with 
the china ! No, you're right about the masks. 
See, that precious Limoges cup will go inside one, 
and the little green tea-pot in the other. Poor 
Uncle Ned ! " 

" Poor Aunt Lilla ! " 

"It must be rather hard to have their chickens 
turn into ducks before their eyes and insist on pad- 
dling off by themselves. — No, sir, no Indian clubs 
in this box ! " 

" Instead of scratching quietly along beside their 
elders ? What pearls of speech we're dropping ! 
Well, perhaps you'd be a duck — if you'd just let 
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me stuff this skull in a corner where it wouldn't get 
smashed." 

" Now, Don, must you carry that creepy thing 
to New York ? " 

" Now, Agnes, — duck and lamb in one, — I cer- 
tainly must ! It is essential that I should become 
familiar with the proper contours of the human 
head, and yours is varied by such abnormal bumps 
and curves that incessant study of it — " He 
slipped cautiously behind a table, and stood bar- 
ricaded till her eye was diverted by the pile of snow- 
shoes between them. 

" Would you take those ? " she asked doubtfully. 
" They would look jolly on the wall, I know, but 
won't they seem out of place ? " 

"On a background offish-net? Oh, no; we'll take 
them as souvenirs of the Shuh-Shuh-Gah Club. Poor 
old club ! I hope it won't go to pieces without us." 

" Hm ! don't you worry. 

*' ' Birds will build as early, 
And bees as bustling go ! ' " 

" I suppose so. And 

*' ' Commerce will continue, 
And trades as briskly fly,* 

he quoted glibly, but they both felt chilled by 
memories of the happy life from which they were 
deliberately separating themselves. 
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This was in the last day or two, after they had 
burned all their bridges behind them by the public 
announcement of their plans, or at least as much of 
them as they were willing to have known. 

By the advice of Mrs. Lowe — a suggestion they 
were prompt to second — they simply said they were 
going to New York to study, and evaded questions. 
Donald was to study drawing, he told people, and 
of course Agnes would keep up her vocal training. 
The sudden move rather amazed everybody, but 
the Lowes themselves took it so quietly that there 
was nothing to be said. There were little farewell 
parties made by friends, and a clamour of regrets and 
good-bys to be met, for the Bennett twins led in 
the merrymakings of the town, and their loss brought 
dismay to a gay little circle. 

Madam Bernard scarcely gave Agnes the encour- 
agement the girl had hoped for; she thought her 
too young to try to do much with her voice, and 
advised her to be patient and keep on studying for 
two or three years more. Agnes's hope and courage 
touched her, however, and she gave her several letters 
to people of influence. Madam Bernard doubted, 
as she watched the graceful figure swing lightly 
down the steps. Still she could not tell. It was 
just possible that Agnes's youth and enthusiasm, her 
fresh voice and her expressive face might win her a 
measure of success in the big, unheeding world. 
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At last the young adventurers were ready for 
their plunge. The Lowes rigorously refrained from 
offering advice regarding the details of their future, 
but one perfect September afternoon they went 
down to the train and saw their rebellious young 
charges comfortably installed in a parlour-car. 

The twins were excited, tremulous, well-nigh tear- 
fill, but withal exultant. Agnes, in a natty green 
travelling-suit, stood on the platform, surrounded 
by a chattering group of school-friends, all of whom 
brought some little remembrance, till she was loaded 
down with fruit and flowers and mysterious little 
packages to be opened on the train. 

But the engine was sending out warning spurts of 
steam. Donald tore himself away from an earnest 
dialogue with a pretty girl, and dragged Agnes up 
the steps of the car. 

" Write often to us, children, and take good care 
of each other." Mrs. Lowe's voice trembled as she 
held one and then the other close in a last embrace. 

" If you need money you have only to telegraph, 
and you have your return tickets," Mr. Lowe said 
hurriedly. 

Donald wrung his uncle's hand. " Don't worry 
about us, dear people ! We'll return with our shields 
or on them ! " 

Agnes caught up his words. " With them or on 
them ! — Oh, good-by ! good-by ! '* 
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They were really off. The sadness of parting 
gave way to elation ; the twins swung around in 
their chairs to exchange triumphant smiles. Agnes 
found a satisfactory place in the rack for her flowers, 
and they both took peeps at the little packages, and 
then they settled back with the air of having made 
the trip weekly. 

" Agnes," Donald solemnly began, as they sped 
along the Connecticut Valley, " from now on we 
have a part to play." 

" So, mein twin ? " She was opening a box of 
chocolates. 

"Teens are a grave fault in everybody's eyes, 
and we must avoid all traps to make us betray our 
age." 

" Behold me a mummy of discretion ! " Agnes 
murmured between bites. " The plain chocolates 
are underneath." 

" For instance," he went on, " if that old gentle- 
man across the way, the one who's looking at us 
now, should ask me my age, I'd swear it was 
twenty ! " 

" Oh, he wouldn't ; he thinks we're on our way 
back to boarding-school," she said teasingly. 

The journey passed like a dream. The redden- 
ing foliage of their hills was exchanged for greener 
stretches of woodland; they whirled on through 
quiet villages that gave place to smoke-hung towns, 
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where the atmosphere of toil and grime impressed 
itself on every traveller in the moment's halt; as 
they drew near the goal, lights flared out in the gath- 
ering darkness, strange clangours beset them at every 
stopping, a heavier air was evident to their lungs. 
At dusk the train rolled into the great station, and 
they stepped out into the untried world, — New 
York, — with its unguessed splendours, squalours, 
and sins. 

It was not without purpose that the twins had 
studied a street map of the city for the last three 
weeks. They made their way confidently to a Broad- 
way cable-car, having long ago determined to stop for 
this first night at a down-town hotel that they had 
heard of from friends. The great thoroughfare was 
gay with lights and a hurrying throng of people. 
The bustle and seeming cheer of it all, the dazzling 
glimpses of shop windows, and the actual sight of 
signs familiar only through advertisements, dis- 
tracted them. 

" We'll take a walk after we've had something to 
eat," Donald said, as they reluctantly turned into 
the quiet hotel. 

It had a cosey, old-fashioned air of comfort, 
and the twins left their feeling of homesickness 
outside. 

" Give me two good connecting rooms, please, 
at the front of the house," Donald said to the clerk. 
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with as perfect an imitation of his uncle's manner on 
such occasions as he could achieve. 

Two irrepressible dimples gave sign that Agnes 
noticed how deep and heavy his voice had suddenly 
grown ; but she stood by demurely while he signed 
their names in the register with an offhand flourish. 
She too must play a part. 

" How well you do it ! " she cried admiringly, 
when the door had closed on the bell-boy, dismissed 
with a dime. 

Her brother smiled complacently. " Pooh, that's 
easy. Remember you are a duck, and not a goose, 
Agnes, and you'll get along. Now the next thing 
is food, so hurry and get ready to go down." 

Agnes fussed about for a few minutes, washing 
her face and hands and brushing the dust from the 
pretty new clothes. Then she stopped irresolutely 
before the glass. 

" Don," she called anxiously, " shall I keep my 
hat on or go down without one ? " 

He looked in from his room. " Why, I can't 
tell. What do women generally do in hotels ? " 

" They do as they please, and I shall keep mine 
on," Agnes answered, by a stroke of inspiration. 
" We can go out from the dining room without 
coming back, and this is a sweet hat, isn't it?" 

He surveyed her with satisfaction. " I'd like to 
paint her like that," he thought, and aloud, " It's 



32 The Bennett Twins 

the prettiest thing you ever had," he said. " The 
whole rig is stunning, and I'm proud to exhibit you, 
my child." 

" And I'm bursting with pride over you and your 
manners ; you're so ^ handsome is that handsome 
does,' " she confessed, as they went through the hall. 

Proud indeed were the Bennett twins as the head- 
waiter himself led them down the beautiful great 
room, but theirs was an innocent conceit in being 
grown up with the rest of the world, and had 
little to do with self-esteem. To be seated in the 
brilliant dining room, with an attentive waiter who 
hung on their least word as humbly as if it had 
dropped from one of the middle-aged diners about 
them, was joy enough for these two. If the expense 
of gratifying their healthy appetites rather staggered 
them the delicious fare made the outlay seem justi- 
fiable, and the novelty of their situation amused 
them hugely. 

" What do you say to the theatre ? " Don asked 
as the finger-bowls were passed. 

" Donald Bennett ! You're a born spendthrift ! 
Money just burns in your pocket." 
But our first night," he pleaded. 
Not a single night, till we have begun to earn 
something. Just plain sidewalks for us at present," 
his sister answered decidedly. " Remember our 
motto." 
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" * Shields' is the password," he responded, and 
they went out into the street. 

They found themselves at once forced into a pro- 
cession, going theatre- wards as they guessed. It 
was for the most part a well-dressed throng, and an 
air of gayety prevailed, though here and there were 
faces from which the twins shrank, or looked after 
with a rush of pity. The shop fronts were all 
lighted, and showed the most sumptuous flowers, — 
fat, over-fed hybrids, — the most dazzling jewels, 
windows whose white glare of electricity smote the 
eye with a sense of blindness — everything was on 
the superlative scale. The sharp unceasing clatter 
of horses' feet as cabs and coupes rolled to and fro 
with blinking lamps, and the menacing swoops of 
the cable-cars, loaded down to the railings with 
noisy pleasure-seekers, excited and bewildered them. 

Outside Delmonico's the twins allowed them- 
selves to be wedged in by a crowd of idlers, in the 
hope of getting a glimpse of fashionable life, as a 
long line of carriages defiled past the canvas-covered 
entrance. But after much craning of their necks, 
there was nothing to see but a tawdrily dressed com- 
pany, whose coarse faces and prosperous airs did not 
impose on the twins for a moment, and they realized 
that they had grown up too late to see the famous 
resort in its heyday. 

" The dream of my life, already, is to whirl about 
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town in one of those fetching little hansoms, and 
have the apron buttoned over me in front," Agnes 
confided to her brother. 

" You wait till I sell my first picture," he boasted 
happily. " We'll rent one by the month ! " 



CHAPTER IV 

THE LIFE CLASS WELCOMES DONALD 
** My masters, are you mad ? or what are you ? " 

THE first night in New York was one of con- 
fused dreams and broken dozes, and the 
twins were early astir on the following morn- 
ing. They made a leisurely breakfast, as Donald 
had the idea that artists were late risers, and it would 
not do to call on Mr. Hayes before that great man 
was out of bed. They went slowly up Broadway, 
confirming by daylight their impressions of the night 
before, taking note of a famous chocolate shop for 
future reference, halting before a windowful of shim- 
mering Oriental stuffs, making an appreciative pause 
before the fine breeziness of the Farragut statue, and 
finally turning in at a picture-dealer's, where they 
stood long before two paintings they found in an 
inner room. 

One was of a little glen, its foliage turned the 
russet-yellow of early autumn ; in the background a 
giant oak spread its great gnarled branches to the 
cloudy sky, a proud, toughly knotted personality, 
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no more to be forgotten than a great warrior. It 
was Donald's first Rousseau. 

The picture beside it was in utter contrast, save 
for the same fervent love of nature it evinced. It 
showed the delicate play of sunbeams among a young 
grove of birches, with their slender white stems and 
pale tremulous leaves, while the fresh misty green 
of the June meadows beyond was half veiled by the 
soft breath of spring. " Corot " was the signature 
in one corner of the canvas, and as long as they 
live the twins will never forget the first time they 
came on that magic name. 

It was near ten o'clock when they parted in 
Madison Square, Donald to turn off towards the 
studio that the painter on the river-bank had told 
him of, and Agnes to rove aimlessly about until 
they met at lunchtime. In one way her field for 
diversion was limited, for the Park, the Museum, 
the Bowery, and all the other places they had ever 
talked of visiting, were forbidden till her twin could 
join her. But there was amusement enough in 
looking at the. people and the things they had to 
sell, and in actually threading in and out the streets 
she had heretofore traced with a pencil on a coloured 
map. 

Donald swung stoutly along, though in truth his 
heart began to beat thick and fast as he neared his 
destination. "Thirty-nine, forty-one, forty-three," 
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he counted. "Great Scott! Of all the uncanny- 
looking places ! " 

It was old and gray and dingy, the building front- 
ing his stare of surprise ; flat-roofed and unadorned 
in an architectural way, though the enterprise of its 
dwellers had more than supplied this lack. The 
high broad stoop was flanked on one side by a row 
of glistening white skeletons, posed in attitudes of 
varying grace behind the plate-glass window and 
disturbed every now and then by a stout bull-pup 
that nipped at their dangling shanks. On the right 
of the steps, gleaming bright in the sunshine, was a 
huge artificial eye, lidless and staring. 

Between these gruesome evidences that he was not 
" such stuff as dreams are made of," Donald went 
wonderingly in, and found himself in a narrow dirty 
hall, branching off in confusing corridors of numerous 
turns and stairways. 

" It's plain to me that these bewildering twists 
and turns are to further the business of the skeleton- 
man below," he mused, and blindly choosing a flight 
of stairs, ascended with a rush. 

" Farewell, sweet sister ! Farewell, dear friends of 
home 1 Long months from now my bleached bones 
will be recognized in the shop-window by my heart- 
broken family ! — Aha ! " he exclaimed aloud, for he 
came on a painted finger that pointed him on, and 
he climbed trustingly upward. 
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A babble of talk and laughter floated down to 
meet him. The studio door stood open, and after 
knocking twice, unheeded, he took a step or two 
beyond the sill. There he paused, for looking past 
the long screen that shut off all but the upper end 
of the room, he saw little more than the fittings of a 
gymnasium. But the smell of paint reassured him ; 
summoning all his courage he walked in past the 
screen, and stood looking about for Mr. Hayes. 

The model-stand first caught his eye as he 
glanced down the long room. A man of splendid 
physique was posing there, and the easels made a 
big circle about him, while in between were dotted 
inverted chairs and low stools for sketching. The 
place was bare, as befitted a workroom ; around the 
walls were sketches, clever caricatures, and plaster 
casts of its notable pupils. There was an atmosphere 
of jollity and independence about the place that 
braced Donald at once. But of the twenty or more 
young fellows who chaffed as they worked, he could 
not determine which was the master. 

The student nearest him was clad in a remarkable 
bright pink apron, and over his shoulder Donald 
could see him painting in the figure with sweeping, 
confident strokes. Possibly that was Mr. Hayes. 
But another not far away had on just such a coarse 
blue blouse as artists wear in pictures, and he felt 
uncertain. 
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Some one at the back of the room looked up, and 
seeing him standing there called out to another, who 
immediately dropped his crayon and came forward. 
He was very tall, with a quantity of light hair hang- 
ing limply about his ears, and his earnest, pleasant 
face was one to be trusted at sight. He was at most 
five or six years Donald's senior. 

" Mr. Hayes ? " asked Donald, innocently. 

Before the other could reply a menacing voice 
broke in. 

" Put him out ! " came the astounding cry, echoed 
at once from different parts of the room. 

" Down with him ! " growled another, and a great 
clamour arose. 

" Bring him in ! " " Pass him round ! " " An- 
other treat, boys ! " " Turn him out, turn him out ! *' 
the students all shouted at once, winding up with a 
deafening, inarticulate roar. Meantime they all 
worked diligently, not one looking away from the 
model. 

"Shut up, will you, fellows?" pleaded the sup- 
posed Mr. Hayes. 

Donald had turned very red at first with the 
shock of surprise and indignation, but the lack of 
any action reassured him, and the colour of the young 
man beside him so rivalled and then surpassed his 
that he soon regained his composure. He strongly 
suspected from the painful embarrassment of the 
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other that the outburst was meant to achieve this 
very end. 

The uproar subsided as suddenly as it arose, and 
the young man began to speak. 

" I am Mr. Hayes's secretary, Mr. Thorp. He 
comes here only on Wednesdays and Saturdays. 
Do you want to join the class ?" 

Donald's answer came in his deepest tones. 
"Yes, I'd like to find out about your terms." 

The other's face slowly regained a normal hue, 
and his embarrassment dropped to a quiet self- 
possession. " We have a model posing from eight 
to twelve and from one to five, and the terms are 
ten dollars a month for mornings, and twenty 
dollars for all day. Would you care to start in 
now ? " 

The thought of sitting down before this gibing 
crowd of students, who seemed to be dashing off 
masterpieces while they fooled, struck Donald cold 
with terror. 

" To-morrow will do," he said, attempting an 
offhand manner. " I shall be too busy to-day, as 
I've only just got here." 

" Have you ever drawn from life before ? " the 
secretary questioned. 

" No, I've drawn from casts, except a head or 
two." 

" The pose is changed every week," Thorp ex- 
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plained. " Most of the men prefer to draw in the 
morning and paint in the afternoon ; perhaps you'd 
like to try that. Anyway, Mr. Hayes will advise 
you when he comes. He gets round twice a week 
for a criticism." 

" Rest ! " suddenly called out the young fellow 
in the bright pink frock. He laid down a huge 
palette carefully, and took a few jig steps before his 
half-finished picture. Then he sprang for the 
swinging rings, and whirled over and over on them 
rapidly, making an extraordinary effect as his dark 
face was wrapped from sight in the ample pink 
folds of his apron or shone out again as he swung 
aloft. 

With the word of release the model stretched 
and stepped down from the stand. It was the 
signal for a general tumult. The students nearest 
the door made a rush for the chest-weights and 
punch-bags. Some fell to pommelling each other 
with boxing-gloves, and two in an open space flashed 
a pair of foils back and forth in rapid play. The 
great shutters were thrown open and several young 
fellows hung half out of the window, in mocking 
controversy with some invisible foeman. Others 
gathered in a little group about the model, or lounged 
from easel to easel. None of them took the slight- 
est notice of the stranger, who half expected a second 
onslaught. 
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" It bothers Nick to handle that shoulder," said 
one, critically. 

" Whew, look at the head Pop's got on him ! " 
another called out in derision. 

" Freddy has some more pink soap this week, 
I see," was the contemptuous comment of a third, 
whose own drawing, Donald noticed, was distin- 
guished for its bulging muscles. 

" Pink soap " appealed to the outsider as a par- 
ticularly happy epithet of scorn, and he looked with 
respectful interest from the object calling it forth to 
the one who had uttered it. Even to Donald's 
untrained sense there was something weak and arti- 
ficial in the polished pink flesh of the painting, and 
a little gleam of amused understanding flickered in 
his face as he turned to the speaker. 

His look was squarely met by two fearless gray 
eyes, deep-set in a fine strong face. The firm chin, 
the mouth, generous, grave, and sensitive, the char- 
acter of the nose, stamped themselves on his mind 
in that brief encounter. Then the student quietly 
passed on, leaving with Donald the same impression 
of strength the boy had gathered earlier that morn- 
ing from Rousseau's oak. 

" Don't you want to look at some of the work ? " 
Thorp asked, stepping over to an easel. " Here's 
our best man, he's just taken a Paris scholarship. 
Here's a good thing," he said at another easel. 
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" Hayes would like you to begin painting as soon as 
possible, I think. He doesn't take much stock in 
painting from the cast. How'd you happen to hear 
of the class ? It's only just started." 

"A painter I met down in Maine told me I'd 
better come here," Donald answered, taking hasty 
note of the drawings as they went. Some of them 
were so bad as to be positively cheering, and others 
displayed a merit to make him dread the morrow. 

" Maine's a great place," Thorp said with a 
friendly smile. " I ought to know ; I was born 
there. Ever been up round the Kennebec ? " 

" Oh, yes," Donald said eagerly. " That's where 
I — where I ran across this painter chap." 

" Of course we don't know how we're coming out 
here yet," Thorp resumed, turning a spirited sketch 
around from the wall ; " but the fellows drop in one 
by one, and the work is making some talk in the 
regular art schools." 

"What'U I need for to-morrow?" Donald asked. 

"All you'll have to bring will be paper and 
charcoal; the school furnishes the drawing-boards. 
Unless you're going to paint ? " 

" I think I'll stick to drawing for the first week. 
I'm shaky enough in that, without tackling oil." 

The pink-aproned youth was reaching for his 
palette. 

" Time ! " he called, and at the word the model 
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clambered back to the stand and fell into pose. 
One by one the men set earnestly to work, and in 
another minute the room was incredibly still. It 
was like a transformation scene in a pantomime, and 
Donald felt a bit dazed as he moved toward the 
door. He knew that Thorp must be wanting to 
get back to painting. 

" Then youMl be round in the morning ? " the 
secretary followed him to ask. " Are you staying 
near here ? " 

" I'm at a hotel with my sister, just now," Donald 
said. Then an idea struck him. " I wonder if 
you know of some good boarding-place, not too 
expensive, where we could have a decent table and 
be comfortable ? " 

Thorp shook his head. " New York is full of 
boarding-places, but it's pretty hard to find one 
that's livable. My sister and I have given it up in 
disgust and are just starting in to keep house for 
ourselves." 

" I wish we were," Donald said, already disheart- 
ened by the other's experience. 

" Oh, well, you may have better luck. Now 
there was Mrs. Bletcher's, the last place where we 
stayed ; everything was fine about the house, never 
any kitchen smells or ragged carpets, and the food 
was well cooked, but it was all so dainty and scarce 
that you'd hardly get one square meal out of a week. 
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And at the place before that the food was awful, but 
plenty of it — sour bread, tough meat, and stale eggs. 
The rooms were well kept, though, and we stood it 
for a while. The place we went to when we first 
landed in New York was a terror — but I'm not 
going to discourage you at the start. You may 
stumble on just the kind of thing we looked for till 
we gave it up. We find it better fun to picnic on 
what we like than to sit down to what we can't eat. 
You don't need much to begin on," he added smil- 
ing, " a gas stove, a couple of plates, and a fork or 
two." 

The notion took Donald's fancy powerfully. 
" Where are you living ? " he asked. 

" We're a couple of blocks down the street, but 
there are two very decent little rooms to let in this 
building. I think the rent is pretty low." 

" There are ? " cried Donald, eagerly. " I might 
step in and see them — if I can find my way," he 

added. 

Thorp laughed. " Every one feels that way at 
first about this old building. It used to be an organ 
factory, and they've partitioned it oflF till it's a perfect 
maze. The first two floors are given over to busi- 
ness. Perhaps you noticed the surgical-supply place 
on the ground floor ? " 

" Yes, I did ; makes rather a ghastly entrance, that 
and the eye," Don observed. 
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" The building ought to be pulled down ; some 
day it'll fall of itself But it's handy and cheap, 
and there's lots of room in it. It's honeycombed 
with students and artists and musicians — mostly 
our kind of workers, with a few odd fish. Those 
rooms I spoke of are two flights below here. The 
door is just at the foot of the stairs, and you can get 
the key of the janitor, if you turn into an alcove to 
the left, and go down to the second door after the 
first turn to the right — hold on, I'd better go with 
you 1 

" It is a little complicated," Don admitted in 
bewilderment. " But I don't want to take any more 
of your time. I'll try my luck first, and then if I 
fail, I'll come back for you. That is, if it's pos- 
sible to retrace my steps." 

" I don't believe you'll have any trouble," Thorp 
said ; " but I'd be glad to go with you." 

" No, I won't bother you," Donald answered 
from the doorway. " Good morning." 




CHAPTER V 

A BOLD STEP 

" A little house whose humble roof 
Is weather proof." 

OW would you like to set up housekeep- 
ing with your brother, Agnes ? " Donald 
asked, bursting in on her at lunchtime. 

His twin whisked around from her place at the 
window. " You don't mean it, Don ! * Wot larks ' 
'twould be ! Have you seen a place ? Wouldn't 
it cost awfully ? How far is it from here ? And 
how could we do the housework if you were off 
drawing and I off singing ? " 

" Great Scott, girl ! You're worse than triplets ! 
I'm glad both of us don't shoot off questions like 
a rapid-fire gun." 

" I can't help it, Don, they just come like that. 
In another minute I shall ask as many more; 
they're trembling on my tongue already," she 
declared, with her eyes on the tiny enamelled face 
of her watch. " So you'd better begin answering 
these." 

Donald threw down his hat and spread his fingers 
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impressively before him. " Number one," he began, 
checking it off on his thumb, " the prospective head 
of a prospective household finds life too serious for 
jokes. Number two, I have just been looking 
at two rooms that seem fairly desirable. Number 
three, — " 

Expenses," prompted Agnes, softly. 
The expenses would not be great. All consid- 
ered, they'd hardly even up with boarding. And, 
Agnes, judging from what I've heard of other 
people's experiences, we shall have a wretched win- 
ter if we try to board. I don't know how we ever 
thought we could; it must be ghastly." 

" And now about the location ? " 

"They're front rooms, two flights up in the 
historic and stately pile in which the Hayes School 
of Art disports itself. Very much disports, you'll 
say when I tell you about it ! The situation is great ! 
It isn't a bit fashionable, and just as noisy as you 
would ask for. And the skeletons of all the students 
who fail to win a prize after six months' tuition are 
hung in jangling rows along the street front. It's 
particularly imposing to a beginner." 

" Number five inquired into the difficulties of 
housekeeping, but I see you won't recognize any," 
she said gayly. 

" I shall try some of my famous camp-cookery 
on you, and all your cooking-school training must 
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be brought to bear on the situation. We shall wash 
the dishes together. My domestic labours will be 
cheered by your singing, and your domestic labours 
will lend inspiration to my pencil. Twins should 
rise triumphant over labour problems." 

" How about my cheer and inspiration ? " Agnes 
asked. " I shall ^ rattle off a rondo on the bottom 
of a pail/ I suppose, and tune my voice to the 
common things about me, just as you read that 
every artist should find them good enough to paint. 
Now let's be serious a little. Tell me about the 
rooms and where you heard of them. Can we get 
them at once ? We mustn't stay here much longer, 
or our money will melt away like dew. What is 
the rent? What — " 

" Five, six, seven, eight," he said, running them 
over on his fingers rapidly. " Hold on ! Let me 
have the floor exclusively and I'll try to satisfy you. 
I had a great time at the studio, though I didn't 
see Hayes, and they did rather rub it into me. 
I'm going to begin working there to-morrow. I 
met Hayes's secretary; he's a fine fellow — looks 
as if he had stuflF in him — and he told me about 
the rooms. But I'm ragingly hungry. Let's 
feed." 

They agreed on a simple lunch at a dairy close 
by, as Donald threatened a serious attack on the 
menu if they ate downstairs and Agnes insisted that 
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they should not spend more than a quarter apiece 
on this meal. 

While they ate they exchanged all the details of 
their morning's experiences. Agnes had not been 
without her small adventures, but she was too ab- 
sorbed in Don's account to recall them for some time. 

It was great fun telling her about the reception 
the life class had given him, and he wickedly made 
a dramatic recital of it, till Agnes flushed the fiery 
red of indignation and declared that he could not, 
with self-respect, set foot in the place again. And 
then he had to appease her by explaining that there 
was nothing personal in the attack, that it was only 
a form of hazing, especially designed, he surmised, 
to display to admiring strangers the beautiful blushes 
of Mr. Hayes's secretary. 

She was prepared, then, for the skeletons and 
the staring eye, but she considered the bull- 
pup a touch of fancy on Donald's part, despite his 
protests. On this account he was delighted to find, 
as they neared the window, this same obstreperous 
little dog setting all the spectral figures to dancing. 
It might have seemed ghostly by midnight, but with 
the cheerful afternoon light illumining the window 
the twins found it highly amusing. 

Don piloted his sister in between these anatomical 
wonders, but when he led the way through the dim 
passage she drew back a little. 
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" Is this the place ? " she asked, stopping doubt- 
fully at the foot of the stairs. 

"It doesn't look very promising," he agreed, 
trying to see it with her eyes. 

" It's dingy and smelly, but I don't suppose 
we'll spend much of our time in the halls. Go on." 

Up they went through the same mysterious ways 
that had bewildered Donald that morning, and just 
where the stairs were darkest he stopped at a land- 
ing and threw open a door. 

A first glance at the room disclosed was hardly 
reassuring ; the second still less so ; only the hope- 
ful eye of youth could have found anything to charm 
in the surroundings. It was a good-sized room, 
irregular in shape and enclosed on two sides by 
brick walls, the other two being of wood. At the 
large windows overlooking the noisy thoroughfare 
they had just left were paper shades of a bright 
metallic blue. The whole place was dull with 
grease and dirt, but it offered a possible haven to 
them. Opening out of this was a tiny room even 
more grimy than the first, bearing marks of its long 
use as a coal closet. Its one small window was set 
high in the wall, and its resemblance to a prison 
cell was not far to seek. 

But across the way the rather picturesque build- 
ings of a boys' school sat back from a stretch of 
green turf, and rows of shrubs in front of it were 
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gay with autumn hues. The life and movement 
in the wide street were almost as varied as on 
Broadway ; the houses stretched in unbroken blocks 
on either side, yet, thanks to this open space 
opposite, there was no oppressive sense of brick 
walls. 

" Will it do ? " Donald asked anxiously, studying 
her face. " I think we could make something of it, 
and I don't believe we can do better at the price. 
It's convenient to everything, without being stuffy." 

" Why, of course," she heartily agreed. *^ But do 
you suppose we can ever afford to furnish it ? " 

His face shone with relief. " Twenty dollars will 
cover it at the outside, and I think less will do if we 
manage." 

"Well, first we'll find a woman to scrub it — I 
might say scrape it, it's so dirty, and then we'll get 
a man to fetch our things from the station, and 
then, while he's doing that, we'll go shopping. 
Don't you think we might move in to-morrow ? " 

" I should think so, if we plan things right. 
We'd better make out our shopping-list while we're 
here, hadn't we ? We'll never know what we want 
if we wait till we're down town." He pulled forward 
an empty box and they sat down on it. 

" Two cot beds and two mattresses," they began 
together. 

" What a good thing we could bring our bedding 
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from home," Agnes said. "It strikes me that one 
of the first necessities would be some quieter curtains. 
The red on those buildings over there fairly walks 
through our windows, and with these blue shades 
against it the effect is teeth-gritting." 

" You're right ; it's fierce. Now three chairs and 
a table," went on Donald, scribbling. 

"We must have a substantial screen to hide all 
our little cooking mysteries from stray callers, and a 
bookcase." 

" Plain board shelves on brackets will have to 
do." 

" Yes, I see you putting them up at lovely 
slanting angles. Oh ! and we can curtain that niche 
off and have shelves for a pantry. We must have a 
pantry, of course ! Let's see, twelve yards of 
denim." 

" Yes, the curtain will hide the unwashed dishes 
when we don't get time to tend to them." 

"We shall always wash them as soon as a meal 
is over. We'll get into a routine after a while, and 
then it won't seem like anything." 

" That alone would be worth coming to New 
York for. Miss Bennett — to see you doing any- 
thing by routine." 

" Oh, but Don, we must have a system," she cried 
in alarm. "It'll be awful if we don't; things will 
pile up, and dust will gather in rolls in the corners, 



54 The Bennett Twins 

and we'll never get time or strength of mind to 
attack the room when it reaches that stage." 

" We'll keep things up snug as far as we're able ; but 
of course we'll have to wedge our housework in at 
odd times, just as the chance comes. If you don't 
let the topsy-turviness of it get on your nerves, 
you'll find it doesn't matter a particle. And just 
about so often we'll have a grand clean-up." 

Agnes shuddered. " I foresee one of your clean- 
ups. You'll be having one when a leader of fashion 
comes down from her marble palace to beg me to 
sing at some grand affair, and the chairs will be 
piled on top of one another, and the dishes will be all 
over the place, and the room will steam with hot 
suds, and you will be waging destruction with a 
broom and gallons of water, while I shall be 
perched on the table without a particle of grace or 
dignity — " . 

"And croaking, ^ There, what did I tell you, 
Donald ? ' Think of the satisfaction of that ! 
Now, don't you think a sort of frescoing of some 
heavy stuff would take off the bareness of those 
bricks ? " 

" Dado, I suppose you mean, and burlaps. 
You're thinking of that one in the Phillips's smok- 
ing room. That's a splendid idea ! It wouldn't 
cost much, either. Twelve yards would do it, I 
guess, but we'd better say fifteen. It's only a few 
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cents a yard. Now, dishes and cooking things. 
Well, we can tell what we need of those when we 
see them. " 

" Dish mop, big pan, and dish towels," he sug- 
gested, out of the experience of his camping 
days. 

A knock at the door brought their planning to a 
halt. 

" Perhaps the best thing I can do," the boy said 
as he strode to open it, " is to go down to the agent 
and pay our rent in advance. We'll be losing the 
place if I don't." 

But it proved to be no claimant of the rooms to 
which they were fast becoming attached. A smiling 
coloured woman, trim and shapely, stood in the 
doorway. 

" 'Scuse me, suh, Ah thought if yo' want a 
'oman Ah'd tell yo' whar to fin' one." She was a 
picture of friendly good-will as she stood there, her 
shining eyes turned from one to the other. " Yo' 
sistah cert'n'y do favah yo', suh," she said with cor- 
dial interest. 

Agnes smiled back at her warmly. It always 
pleased her to be told she resembled her twin, 
and it was good in this big, strange city to find 
some one who cared to trace a likeness. 

" This is the janitor's wife, Agnes," Donald ex- 
plained. "You remember my telling you she 



56 The Bennett Twins 

showed me the rooms this morning, and told me 
about things." 

**Ah'm right proud dat sech perlite people 
comin' inter de buildin*," declared their caller. 
"An' if dere's an'thin' yo' want,yo' des' come right 
to Vi'let, an* she'll see dat yo' git it. Now, 'bout 
de 'oman, suh. Ah c'n sen' ma lil Charlie right 
down fo' huh." 

The Bennetts agreed that nothing could be 
better than to have the cleaning begin at once 
under Vi'let's direction, and, leaving her the keys, 
they plunged down new and more confusing wind- 
ings, till they found the agent's door. Then, with 
the receipt for the first month's rent in hand, they 
felt that they were really launched on their new 
life. 

An expressman was found to bring the boxes 
from the station at six o'clock that night, that the 
cleaning might be accomplished without hindrance 
before their arrival ; and an arrangement was made 
with the gas office, whereby a beautiful gas range, 
with four holes and an oven that would simultane- 
ously roast a turkey and broil a steak, was to be set 
up in a corner of the new home next day. 

A hint from Vi'let, who was deeply interested in 
their establishment, prompted the twins to turn to 
the second-hand shops along Third Avenue for some 
of their furnishings. Here queer new types of 
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people were repeated in endless succession — slov- 
enly women with market baskets on their arms 
and dirty children dragging at their skirts ; long- 
haired, lean-faced men in greasy frock-coats and 
low collars ; street venders with pasty buns or 
spoiling fruit; here and there a pompous, red- 
faced individual to relieve the general pallor. Faces 
of low cunning or of hunger and misery repelled 
them or smote their hearts, and drifted by with the 
tide of passers. They were on the outskirts of the 
Bowery. 

Determined that their inexperience should not 
be traded on, they hesitated before several shops, 
only to start on again when they found the sharp 
glance of the proprietor bent upon them. With the 
impression that the best could not be the first at 
hand and that a bargain must be hunted for, they 
went on to the fourth or fifth shop, and there, 
though happily the twins did not know it, were 
precisely the same things that might have been 
found a block nearer. After a little haggling with 
the shopkeeper — a process skilfully carried on by 
Donald while Agnes stood by in awe — they settled 
on a plain pine table, a rickety chest of drawers, 
and three chairs as oddly diflFerent as could be 
found — all these for something under three dol- 
lars. 

So far all had been simple, but the real task of 
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shopping began when they found themselves in the 
confusion of a big department store, with a long list 
to be filled at their discretion. 

" I don't suppose we can get everything at 
once, do you ? Some things we'll have to go with- 
out for a while," Donald said, when they had twice 
wandered through the crockery department with 
growing bewilderment. 

"Yes, of course; but how are we to tell what 
we can do without best, with the clerks nagging 
at our elbows ? " 

" We'd better get the really useful things first," 
he answered, and led the way to the kitchen de- 
partment. 

It was a place of deadly fascination. Here long- 
handled basting spoons, short-handled cake spoons, 
split spoons for beating eggs, and pierced spoons 
for sifting sugar, roly-poly little saucepans in cop- 
per, agate, and iron, crimped and square and oblong 
baking tins — all that the most ardent chef could 
utilize, or invention put together — presented them- 
selves in such tempting confusion that prudence 
was forgotten, and an amount incredible to the 
Bennett twins was handed over to the clerk who 
smilingly attended them. Then big things like 
beds were thought of, and little things like towels, 
until at last very nearly all the money they had 
reserved for house-furnishing was exhausted. 
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But they had yet to buy the dishes for the table, 
and after they had compared the low prices with 
the painfully ugly patterns, they slipped away from 
the clerk and into a Japanese shop up the street. 
There, by limiting the number of dishes to strict 
necessity, by denying themselves the gorgeous fruit 
dish on which Don's eyes had fastened approvingly, 
and a love of a little fat sugar bowl, which they 
vowed should be first on their list of luxuries, they 
were able to secure something in blue and white 
that was really pretty. 

Well satisfied at last, though tired and faint, 
since they had eaten so lightly at noon, and with 
these last purchases divided between them, the 
Bennetts turned toward their hotel. 



CHAPTER VI 

WHEREIN THE TWINS ARE HUMBLED 

** After- wits arc dearly bought; 
Let thy ft)rc-wit guide thy thought." 

THE shops were closing and little black 
streams of people poured into the street 
from every doorway. They were still sev- 
eral blocks away from their goal when Agnes, who 
had been lagging noticeably, stopped short. 

" Don," she said in plaintive tones, " we can go 
back to the hotel and dress, and then go down to 
dinner and be elegant and half-starved, or else we'll 
order more than we can possibly afford to pay for, 
and be satisfied." 

" Weil ? " 

" And I'd rather not be elegant if we get enough 
to eat without racking our minds over it. Let's go 
to some cheaper place." 

"With all these bundles?" he asked doubt- 
fully. 

" Oh, yes ; I shall drop if we go back to the hotel, 
and then we'd have to eat there ! " 

Desperation was in her voice, and desperation was 
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no part of the Bennett twins' programme. Donald 
rose to the occasion like a man. 

" All right, come along," he said cheerfully, and 
taking her arm he steered her out of the throng on 
Broadway down a quiet side street. 

It had been merely a guess on Donald's part, but 
the numerous signs of " table d'hote " on either side 
were encouraging evidences of his success. Some 
of the places were too gilded and imposing, though 
curiously enough the most pretentious place an- 
nounced the lowest rates, — "the best table d'hote 
in the city for 25^," — others were a dollar, or 
seventy-five, or fifty cents, and when they came to 
the last of the fifty-cent places, which was also the 
most inviting, they went in. 

They found themselves in a cosey room whose 
atmosphere was quaint and foreign, from the sanded 
door-sill to the counter at one side where a plump, 
black-eyed little woman guarded a tempting array 
of cheeses, moulded jellies, and other sweets under 
their neat glass covers. Multi-coloured bottles 
flanked her on either side, and tiers of cigar boxes 
made a background for her alert and not unkindly 
face. She nodded to the twins as they entered, and 
the trim waiter who whisked them oflF to seats in the 
corner seemed to have a personal interest in making 
them comfortable. Donald placed his package of 
china in a rack overhead, but Agnes quietly laid the 
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plates on her lap and drew off her gloves, looking 
greedily out toward the kitchen. 

They were the first comers, and it was evident 
that they had arrived in advance of the serving-hour 
— a fact the waiter left them to gather as he 
lounged in the doorway or bustled between the 
kitchen and madame's desk. They had leisure to 
look about them and were quick to notice a number 
of clever little sketches dotted about the walls, the 
one nearest their table being signed by a name well 
known among illustrators. 

" Do you suppose all French people care for 
art ? " Agnes whispered, much impressed. 

" Perhaps that's the way these men paid for their 
dinners when they were students," her brother whis- 
pered back, only half in joke. "Oh, look here, 
don't you remember reading in a magazine awhile ago 
about a cafe in Paris that was decorated by the art- 
ists who ate there, out of gratitude for the good food 
they got ? " 

" Well, I think Uncle Ned would see some prac- 
tical use in art if you could exchange a sketch for 
a dinner now and then. I know one thing, if they 
.don't serve us something in a few minutes, I'm 
going to march out to the cook and demand a few 
sustaining mouthfuls." 

But hope was at hand. Various savoury odours 
began to float through the room, and presently the 
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waiter brought them a delicious soup and passed 
them grated cheese to sprinkle into it. 

" I don't believe this is a French place," Agnes 
whispered, as they hungrily swallowed it. "You 
know Aunt Lilla says they always put cheese in 
soup in Italy." 

" Well, the waiters are French, anyway. I 
shouldn't care if it was Patagonian, if it was all 
as good as this," he murmured. 

Other diners dropped in now, nodding to the 
proprietress as they came, dropping a friendly word 
or two to the waiter, and seating themselves at the 
little white tables with a look of expectancy and a 
glance at their watches. Soon the room began to 
fill. A noisy, chattering crowd took possession of 
a number of tables and set them side by side 
down the middle of the room, adding another 
with each fresh lot of arrivals. Every one seemed 
to have a merry word for the last comer; the 
room buzzed with chaffing and laughter, until the 
twins began to think they had chanced on a family 
reunion. 

They stared with open eyes, and the strangers 
stared back at them in a wav that made them more 
than ever conscious of their youth. The jovial at- 
mosphere emphasized their alien presence, and their 
efforts to joke each other into ease of manner 
were so strained that the twins soon abandoned them 
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and sat quiet, or commented in undertones on the 
exceeding strangeness of the company. 

They endured a sad trial with the coming of the 
next dish, which was spaghetti in a rich brown 
mushroom sauce. It tasted wonderfully good, but 
the manner of eating spaghetti as the Italians serve 
it is an art the twins had yet to master. Donald 
tried to turn the slippery lengths about his fork and 
get it to his mouth before they unwound, and he 
was horribly embarrassed by his seldom successful 
efforts. Agnes, feeling that she could not dive at 
the spaghetti and draw it into her mouth in that 
awkward fashion, cut hers in minute pieces that 
slipped between the tines of her fork whenever she 
tried to spear them, so that it was impossible to 
get enough for satisfaction. While they were still 
struggling with the problem, their waiter deftly drew 
the cork from a bottle and poured a glass of red 
wine for each of them. 

" Why, I didn't order wine ! " Donald saidquickly. 

" It always go wiz ze dinner, monsieur," the 
waiter smilingly reassured them, setting the bottle 
beside the boy's plate. 

The Bennett twins looked furtively at each other 
and then about the room. Here and there a diner 
was staring at them quizzically, one or two in open 
amusement. 

For this once they would experiment. Donald 
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lifted his glass, tasted its contents with a critical 
smack of the lips, and nodded carelessly to his sis- 
ter. " It's very fair," he said ; " try it." 

Not to be outdone in ease of manner, Agnes took 
a generous mouthful, and the look on her face the 
next minute made Donald's lips twitch. " It's 
vile!" she sputtered under her breath. "It's 
puckery and sour and stinging ! I can't drink 
mine ! " 

Donald smiled indulgently but continued to sip 
at his claret, though in truth he liked it no better 
than she. 

There was a stir near the door, the scraping of 
chairs, and presently, to their surprise, the soft tun- 
ing of a violin, and the low thrum of harp strings. 
In another minute the rich notes of the minuet from 
" Don Giovanni " caught their ears, and the laugh- 
ter and voices were instantly hushed. The twins 
leaned back radiant, the company forgotten. 

But when the musicians reached the last bar a 
hubbub arose from the long table. Some pounded 
on the board, others clapped and stamped, and all 
repeated the one cry of " Ting -a-ling ! Ting-a-ling ! " 
It was soon made clear to the twins that " Ting-a- 
ling " was a popular air, and one most dear to the 
hearts of their neighbours, for they heartily trolled 
out the chorus and clinked an accompaniment on 
their glasses with knife and fork. 
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* * Ting-a-ling-a-ling-ting, ting-a-ling-a-ling-ting, 
Ting-a-ling-a-ling-ting-tay . " 

More opera music followed and was heartily 
applauded by the diners, whom the twins now began 
to like for their extravagant delight in everything 
— their dinner, their comrades, their jests, and the 
music. 

" They're really a very good sort, after all," Don- 
ald whispered. " It must be some kind of a club. 
I thought they'd been drinking at first." 

" It's because they're so much at home here," 
Agnes responded. 

Two late comers threaded their way between the 
tables and were hailed with joyful shouts. The first 
had a careless, sunny face, while the second was pale 
and dogged-looking, and his friend good-naturedly 
pulled him along by an arm. 

" Who puts up for our dinner ? " asked the first, 
when they reached the table. " We haven't so 
much as a match between us ! " A dozen moved to 
make room for them instantly, and he turned re- 
proachfully to his friend. " What did I tell you ? " 
he said, and then, to the others, " I had to drag 
Charlie in here ; his faith in human nature seems 
to have evaporated with his money, while mine 
grows." 

There was a clamour of protests, before whose 
friendly warmth the gloom of the second comer 
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vanished. And now the diners called for " Santa 
Lucia," that favourite boat song of the Italians, 
and would not be satisfied till the musicians started 
it. A handsome young fellow half-way down the 
room threw back his head and sang the words in a 
high, sweet tenor, and when he had finished he had 
to begin all over again. 

The violin-player now approached, with his hat 
held out to catch the coppers thrown from every 
side. Donald tossed in a quarter, and then blushed 
at the quick look the man gave him, with the too 
profuse thanks. 

The twins got along better with the next course, 
— little birds in gravy, — and the crackers and 
cheese that followed pleased them well enough. 
They wisely decided not to touch the strong, black 
coflFee the waiter brought, but while he placed it at 
their elbows Donald's face grew very red. 

Following his glance, Agnes saw two men at a 
near-by table carelessly lighting their cigars. Her 
face grew red, too, and she turned her startled eyes 
on her brother. Then she looked quickly over at 
a table where two well-dressed women sat, but they 
were chatting gayly and apparently had not noticed 
the impertinent action of the men. Her impulse 
was to leave the place immediately, but she was 
afraid of doing something ridiculous and waited for 
Donald to give the signal. The men were now 

,^<^^ Of f^'f- 
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puffing blue wreaths of smoke about their heads, 
and her brother beckoned imperatively to their 
waiter. 

" This lady objects to tobacco smoke," he said dis- 
tinctly, and was immediately conscious that every one 
about them was smiling. He saw, too, that other 
men were lighting cigarettes. 

The waiter spread out deprecating hands. " I am 
sorry, monsieur," he said civilly, " mais it is always 
ze custom here." 

The Bennett twins grew redder still ; they felt all 
eyes upon them, but there was nothing to do but 
retreat. It was apparent now that Don's resent- 
ment was out of place, but he had committed him- 
self by declaring that the smoke was disagreeable 
to his sister, and though they could have eaten 
more of the crackers and cheese, they pushed back 
their chairs at once. 

But alas ! in her embarrassment, Agnes had for- 
gotten the china in her lap, and it slid to the floor 
with a crash as she hastily rose. 

" Well, Agnes ! " gasped Don, as he guessed 
what the sound might mean, and then he stopped. 
Agnes had grown very pale and tears seemed 
threatening. 

They looked down at the wreck as the waiter 
came hurrying forward. Every plate was broken 
into three or four pieces. 
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"Give him an extra quarter," Agnes said with 
desperate calmness, indicating the waiter, and when 
Donald had settled for their dinner they went down 
the room, heads up, eyes forward, as soldiers go, 
trying hard to pretend an indifference to curious 
glances. 

With a sigh of relief they came out into the cool 
night air. They walked a block without a word 
between them. Agnes knew her brother was furi- 
ous over all the humiliating circumstances of the 
evening, and she herself was too miserable over the 
loss of the dishes to try to ' smooth things over. 
But before they had gone another block laughter 
bubbled up in both of them. 

" We're infants ! " Agnes cried, " no matter how 
we pretend, and every one sees it ! " 

" Well, we'll never go to one of those foreign res- 
taurants again, anyway." 

" Perhaps, when we're old," she gurgled. " Oh, 
but wasn't that wine awful ! " 

" Yes, but wasn't the spaghetti good ! " sighed 
Donald. 

And so they went contentedly towards bed. 



CHAPTER VII 

DONALD BEGINS WORK 

'' But take the jest as it was meant. 
There's earnest to offset it." 

THERE was an unpleasant moment in store 
for the twins next morning, when Don- 
ald called for the hotel bill before they 
left. It amounted to something over twenty dol- 
lars, and all of the twins' resolution was required to 
conceal their dismay. 

"Well, we'll know enough next time to ask for 
cheaper rooms," Donald said philosophically as they 
started up Broadway. " I dare say we could have 
had them." 

" If our money goes at this rate, we'll need those 
return tickets in just about a fortnight," Agnes 
darkly prophesied, but already their buoyant spirits 
had risen above this mischance. 

It was on a scene of wild confusion that the 
twins opened the door of their future home a quarter 
of an hour later. The rooms were cleaner, to be 
sure, and a broad path of sunshine streaked well- 
scrubbed boards. But the place was piled with their 

70 
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trunks and boxes ; the cot beds, the mattresses and 
screen barred the entrance to the inner room, and 
the chairs and table and chest of drawers from Third 
Avenue further complicated matters ; while on them, 
under them, all about thfem, were distributed bundles 
of many shapes and sizes. 

" Now if the gas man would come along to put 
in the stove ! " Donald suggested, removing his coat 
and cuffs. 

Agnes picked her way among the furniture 
with care until she found a place to lay her coat 
and the beloved hat. " Where on earth shall 
we begin first ? " she asked, as she pinned up her 
skirt. 

He looked at his watch. " Fve got about twenty 
minutes to put in here. What do you say to open- 
ing the things we bought yesterday ? " 

" Good gracious, no ! That would be about 
the mussupiest thing we could do. Let's pile all 
the bundles in that corner we're going to curtain 
off." 

They scurried about for several minutes, with 
many exclamations and guesses as to what each 
bundle held. 

" And now," said Don, when this was done, " I 
shall borrow a hammer from the janitor and open 
those boxes." Agnes groaned, but submitted, and 
off he went. 
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"Your twenty minutes are up," she announced 
on his return. " Run along, little boy, or you'll be 
late for school." 

" Oh, plenty of time ! " He pounded away, first 
at one box and then at a second, and between his 
blows Agnes could hear the steady tramp of feet 
going over the stairs. 

" You'd better hurry, Don," she said uneasily, as 
he moved. to attack the next box. 

"Just a minute; there's no set time for begin- 
ning, you know." He hammered vigorously until 
the cover gave way, and then he pulled at their 
belongings with nervous fingers. 

" But there's no use in taking those things out till 
we're ready for them. I should think you'd want 
to begin with the rest, or are you waiting till they're 
settled down so as to make a sensation ? " 

This was just the opposite of her brother's desire, 
as she began to suspect. His hope was that the 
boys would be too engrossed in their work to 
notice him as he slid quietly into some obscure 
place. But he straightened up now and reached for 
his coat. Agnes was right ; it might be harder to 
go in later. 

"Well, perhaps I'd better be going," he said, 
tucking a roll of paper under his arm. " Don't try 
to do too much this morning. I'll be down at 
noon to help you." 
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" All right ; I'll have lunch spread on your trunk. 
We can't get near the table." 

" It's mighty convenient to have the class in the 
same building," he said, going slowly toward the 
door. " Good-by." 

" Good-by ! Don't try to turn somersaults on 
those rings till you get used to them, will you ? " 

" No, Aunt Lilia, I won't. That's like not going 
near the water till you've learned to swim," he 
laughed as he closed the door. 

He was back again in another minute. " I'd better 
have some softer charcoal," he said, rummaging 
leisurely in his trunk. " Farewell." 

The door shut after him a second time, and 
Agnes heard his steps dying away in the distance, 
only to draw near once more. 

" I happened to think it would be well to move 
the things away from that door," he began rather 
shamefacedly. 

His sister looked out of the window with absent 
eyes. "And I was just thinking I'd start out after 
the lunch," she observed. " It must be nearly 



noon." 



Don snickered as he bent over the chest of 
drawers. Then he made for the door. " It's the 
real thing this time, Lamb," he said, and went out 
grinning. 

The earnestness of early morning held sway in the 
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liferoom when he entered. Every one was hard at 
work. Nothing was heard but the scratch of char- 
coal and an occasional low-voiced comment. Thorp 
greeted him with just the right amount of friendli- 
ness and unconcern, turning over a chair for him, 
getting a stool and drawing-board, and finding him 
a place without making a disturbance. Two or 
three looked up to nod and fall to work again, and 
Donald sat down with the comfortable assurance that 
his presence would create no second outbreak like 
that of yesterday. Thorp went back to his painting, 
and Donald was left to an anxious study of the 
model. 

He fastened his paper in place and selected a 
good piece of crayon, and then he looked over at 
the board of the student next him. The drawing 
was so far advanced that it offered no clue to a be- 
ginning, and it was the same with all the work Don- 
ald could see. It was the beginning that appalled 
him ; 'he felt that if he could once get started the 
rest would be easier. But whether the right thing 
was to start in at the head or the heels, whether he 
should indicate the height of his figure by a few loose 
strokes and then outline it, or whether to construct 
it inch by inch, he could not tell. He only knew 
that Mr. MuIIins's instructions went for nothing, for 
he had learned by the banks of the Kennebec that 
they were all wrong. He fingered the plumb-line 
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in his pocket, but there was not one in use, and he 
wondered if they all scorned it. Thorp was laying 
on paint with an energy that made his easel rattle, 
and no one had an eye to Donald's difficulty. 

Suddenly the student beside him pulled the 
thumb tacks from his half-finished drawing and 
turned it over for a fresh start. Donald's heart 
leaped with hope. The unconscious student drew 
out a plumb-line and held it between his eyes and 
the model. Then down went a few careless strokes 
and the plumb-line was called into service again ; 
then more lines, each full of meaning. This was 
one of the best draughtsmen in the class. 

Donald's eyes were riveted on his neighbour. 
He took out his own line and held it before him 
with fingers not quite steady. He laboured after 
the boldness of the other, but his first lines were 
straggling and uncertain. Nevertheless, a begin- 
ning was m^de, and encouraged by this he went 
hopefully on, as nearly in the other man's foot- 
steps as he might. 

With the first rest the babel began, set going by 
the monitor in the pink apron, as it had been 
yesterday, but now in a more subdued key, for 
it was still early and not more than half the class 
had assembled. Interest in the gymnasium was 
only lukewarm. Most of the boys gathered in 
little knots, discussing recent exhibitions, the crude 
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portraits shown by a much-lauded Frenchman, the 
new statue to be set up in one of the small parks, 
or the latest phase of municipal politics. Donald 
wandered awkwardly about for a minute or two, 
looking at the work on the walls. He was smil- 
ing over a cleverly exaggerated caricature of the 
secretary, painted directly on the gray bricks, when 
Thorp came up and carried him off to meet some 
of the class. They were all pleasant fellows, and 
Donald found that the strong-featured student to 
whom he had been drawn the day before was named 
Baker, and that the young painter in the pink apron 
had a name something like Picknell or Pickard, but 
was invariably called " Pickles." 

The new student's drawing advanced very little 
during the second interval of work. He would 
make a stroke or two, and then his gaze would 
wander. The various personalities distracted him 
and he would find himself comparing a vapid, effemi- 
nate face a few feet away with a battered, doggedly 
earnest visage opposite, wondering what they could 
possibly have in common to set them here side by 
side. He watched a long-armed student crouched 
over his paper like an ungainly spider, lifting his 
eyes to the model frequently, but never his head, 
and another who scratched in delicate little lines at 
arm's length, while a near-by student clutched his 
crayon as if it were a bat, and made vicious 
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thrusts at the paper with it. He watched Baker 
flecking the canvas with his brush by an odd wrist 
movement as if he were dusting, and frowning in- 
tently as he stood off to look at the result. Close 
beside him, with puckered lips, another was patiently 
going over and over the same bit of flesh — " tick- 
ling it up," Donald learned to call it afterwards, 
when disdain came with knowledge. He could 
hear the slaps of paint with which some of the men 
were getting their effects, and Thorp's canvas oppo- 
site fairly sagged under the weight of his strokes, 
until Donald momently expected to see his brush 
break through. All this diverted his attention, and 
he started guiltily when rest was called again. 

They were moving toward the upper end of the 
room, and one or two were already at the rings and 
chest-weights, when some one swooped by Donald 
and pounced upon a cushion, from which an im- 
maculate young fellow, with the tallest of collars, 
had just risen. 

" What lovely little thing is this ! " the student 
exclaimed derisively, holding the cushion up to gen- 
eral view between a dainty thumb and forefinger. 

The despised object was of rose-coloured satin, 
embroidered with gold thread, and its blushing 
owner made a frantic dive to regain it. But other 
eager arms were stretched out before him, and to an 
accompaniment of long-drawn " ohs ! " and " ahs ! " 
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it was passed admiringly from one grimy pair of 
hands to another ; a dozen noses were buried in it 
in turn, for — crowning offence against manly virtue 
— it breathed of violets ! Eventually it fell into the 
hands of a particularly impatient trio who rolled 
over together on the floor with it, imperilling easels 
in their efforts to obtain it. When it came back to 
the first student again, streaked and torn and daubed 
with paint, it was gravely returned to the stool, with 
a last appreciative grunt. The whole incident passed 
in such perfect seriousness that Donald saw the pro- 
priety of smothering his laughter. He had sniffed 
and exclaimed with the others, and now felt himself 
truly a member of the class. 

" Have a try at the rings ? " he was asked, and 
on his refusal a rosy-cheeked, overgrown lad swung 
himself up and proceeded to show ofFsonie remark- 
able "stunts" with a clumsiness that would have 
been his death warrant if Pickles had not cried 
" Time ! " again. 

The unfortunate owner of the cushion wiped off 
the thickest of its accumulations with a paint-rag 
and sat meekly down ; the others fell to work, and 
the room was very still for a few minutes. But 
other students were dropping in now, and soon a 
buzz of talk began, which to Donald made this half 
hour as distracting as the last. He had to look up 
at each remark to see who had made it, and how it 
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was taken, for some things that seemed to him irre- 
sistibly funny called forth no smile, and again, when 
he little expected it, the laughter broke out like the 
roaring of breakers on a beach. 

Every newcomer was greeted with the question, 
" Have you seen Wally's latest piece of fancy work?" 
and poor Wally would squirm and try to cover the 
offending cushion, while his tormentors vied in their 
praises of it. 

But Wally and his scented satin were ignored 
when the next rest came, for the model, a swarthy 
Portuguese of an enterprising turn of mind, furnished 
the boys with another target for their shafts. He 
had slipped behind the screen and now came into 
view clad in a tattered Arabian dress, his belt stuck 
full of rusty pistols and curious Eastern daggers. 
He carried a tray of beaten brass on which queer 
old coins and little trifles were piled, and going 
over to the model-stand he laid out his treasures, 
unheeding the jeering of the boys. 

" Better keep your junk-shop under cover, John," 
he was advised, and jests he could not understand 
flew thick about him. One object after another was 
vainly proflFered to the crowd. He appealed every 
now and then to a dark-eyed student who spoke 
Italian with him, but no one cared to buy anything. 
Sullenly, at last, he gathered his curios together. 

" He's a great old boy ! Did you see him go 
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through his poses the other day ? " one student 
suddenly asked of another. " He's posed for 
Bouguereau and Dagnan-Bouveret, and a lot of 
those big chaps over there. Hey, Bird, get him 
to do his * Famous- Pictures-I-have-posed-for' act ! " 

The request was put to the model in Bird's most 
persuasive Italian, but the Portuguese shook his 
head, as if not comprehending. 

The first speaker picked up a little curved dag- 
ger. "You sly old rat! Tell him I'll take one of 
his back-scratchers. Bird, if he'll show us his Mun- 
kacsy pose." 

The swarthy face lighted. Behind the bushy 
black beard a smile was discernible. Carelessly 
accepting the half dollar held out to him, the 
Portuguese rolled his goods together in his cos- 
tume, out of which he quickly slipped. With a 
supple spring he was on the model-stand and had 
thrown himself into a tense attitude, a knife poised 
threateningly above his head, his eyeballs starting 
from their sockets, his thick lips drawn back from 
the gleaming teeth in hate. Cheers of recognition 
were instant, and in the next breath he had cast 
himself on his knees at the foot of an imaginary 
cross, and was looking upward in an anguish of 
supplication. Before they could applaud he was 
on his feet again, his head thrown back, his tongue 
lolling from his mouth, his chest heaving convul- 
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sively, and his strong arms drawn painfully behind 
him as if bound by a thong. So he passed from 
one dramatic fragment to another with incredible 
swiftness, and when he dropped down on the 
model-stand at last, amid shouts of " Good boy, 
Johnny Monday!" an extra five minutes' rest 
was allowed by general consent. 

Donald was enjoying this scene when a conversa- 
tion at his back caught his attention. It was so 
inane, so out of keeping with the spirit of the place, 
that he could not forego listening to it. 

" Do you know the Blanchard girls ? " asked one 
soft voice. "They entertain awfully well." 

" I think I met them at a tea in Brooklyn the 
other day. Say, did you have a card for the 
Stevens's ? " 

" Not much ; Maud Stevens cuts me ever since 
the Reeds' dance." 

" Is that so ! It's a lovely house to go to, and 
they had an awful swell crowd there. Say, that's 
a pretty shirt you've got on ; where did you get 
it?" 

" Think so ? " was the flattered response. " You 
come round to my tailor's with me this afternoon 
and I'll show you the very latest thing." 

With an impatient shrug Donald moved away, 
as he did so chancing to meet Baker's gray eyes. 
They exchanged a look of amused contempt that 
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seemed to Donald to advance their acquaintance a 
perceptible degree. 

This was the last half hour, and Donald buckled 
down to work in earnest. The dreaded morning, 
dragging itself out at first in slow moments of self- 
consciousness, had sped all too swiftly. 

" What did you think of the rooms ? " Thorp 
asked as they went downstairs. 

They were opposite Don's door, and the new 
student laid his hand on the knob with proud pro- 
prietorship. " Come in to-morrow and see. I 
think we'll be settled by then," he answered, 
smiling at Thorp's amazed face. 



CHAPTER VIII 

LARES AND PENATES 

** Little would I, little want I ; 

Where the mind and store agreeth. 
Smallest comfort is not scantie ; 
Least he longs that little seeth." 

WHEN Agnes was fairly satisfied that her 
twin had gone, she set to work in ear- 
nest, with the hope of getting some 
semblance of order by noontime. Squeezing her 
way into the little closet designed for her bedroom, 
she made a brisk survey. It shone from its recent 
scrubbing, and she went back to the outer room for 
a cot bed. She set it in place without much effort, 
and tugged a mattress in after it. Then Don's bed 
was set up and covered with a gay Indian blanket, 
boxes were unpacked and whisked out of the way, 
and soon, though there was still much to be done, 
the room began to take on a distinctly habitable 
appearance. 

At last she plumped down on her knees beside 
their purchases, and tore off the wrappers with 
hurried fingers. 

83 
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" It's a shame to open these things without Don," 
she mourned, as the first of the saucepans emerged 
in its shiny newness. 

A bold rap at the door sent her to her feet ; the 
pins came out of her skirt with one swift motion, 
and the disordered brown curls were patted into place 
as she crossed the floor. It was their visitor of the 
day before. She stood with the same shining eyes 
and friendly display of white teeth, the same 
unconcealed desire to be asked inside. 

" Good mawnin'," she smiled. " Ah come ter 
see how de childuns gittin' on dis mawnin'. W'y 
HI sistuh,' yo' has been spry ! " she went on, looking 
about the room. " Doin' it to s'prise b'othuh. Ah 
reckon." 

As Agnes resumed her task Vi'let squatted by 
her side, exclaiming with pleasure over each article 
as it was unwrapped. 

"So many lil cooking 'tentions fer des' two 
childuns," she murmured. " How yo' know what 
ter buy, lil sistuh ? " 

"We bought almost everything we saw," Agnes 
answered. " I had to drag my brother away, Vi'let, 
or he'd have spent all we had on patent egg-beaters 
and fancy cake tins." 

"Yo' childuns is young ter be settin' ter house- 
keepin'. Ah reckon yo' paw an' maw di'n' lak ter 
gib dey babies up." 
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" They died before we could remember anything 
about them, or perhaps they'd be here with us." 

" Oh, pore lil souls ! Wa'n't dey nobody ter 
keer fo' yo' ? " asked the woman, tears springing to 
her soft eyes. 

Oh, yes ! " Agnes answered with eager justice ; 
a dear, kind, good uncle and aunt brought us up, 
but my brother came on here to study painting, and 
of course I came with him." 

" Co'se," Vi'let agreed. "Ah said ter Big Charlie 
las' night Ah di'n' b'leb one o' yo' was twenty." 

An adroit move of the girl's foot set the boxes, 
well piled with dishes, to rocking dangerously. 

" Oh, quick, Vi'let ! " she cried, and in this peril 
the question of age was forgotten. 

" It's a pity not to hang this curtain before Don 
gets down," Agnes sighed, shaking out the breadths 
of dull green denim they had bought for the china 
closet. " But luncheon comes first, I suppose." 
She rose by painful degrees from her cramped 
position. 

" How yo' want it sewed, chile ? Vi'let'U stitch 
it on de machine while yo' gone," she offered, 
folding the curtain over her arm. 

" Oh, that would be good of you ! " Agnes re- 
sponded gratefully. She realized all at once that 
she was weary and hungry, and that the confusion 
of the place was making her cross. " See, just run 
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these breadths together, and then a hem top and 
bottom." 

" Is yo' gwine hang it on er stick ? " 

Agnes waved toward a long brass rod with the 
little silver dagger serving her as hat-pin. 

" Da's right, lil sistuh. Big Charlie kin put it 
up befo' yo' back ag'in." 

"That would be fine, Vi'let. You're awfully 
good to think of these things," Agnes said, speak- 
ing into the mirror. 

The woman chuckled, swaying her slender body 
from side to side, to emphasize her next words. 
" Ah know er lady w'en Ah see one, 'n Ah know 
er perfec' gent' man, too, lak yo' b'othuh. Ah was 
raise' in one ob de bes' fam'lies in de Souf, 'n Ah 
kin tell manners w'en Ah meet 'em. Dere's some 
ob de folks in dis buildin' Ah cain't be reconcile' 
to nohow ; dey's too — dey's too systematic ! " A 
twinkle in her eyes answered that in her listener's, 
as Agnes smiled at this unique charge ; then she 
passed on to contempt. " En' dey's some Ah 
wouldn' go neah no mo'n ef dey was hawgs ! " 

She shuffled out with an inimitable slap-slap of 
her slippers and vanished down a dim turn in 
the passage. The sound of her singing floated 
back as she went. 

** Dream, dream, dream ob me. 
En' Ah'U dream ob yo' !" 
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It was a full half hour later when Agnes returned, 
loaded down with supplies. She exclaimed with 
satisfaction before she was fairly inside, for the 
curtain was neatly hung in place, the torn papers 
and bits of string had been removed, and their 
trunks, she assured herself in a hasty glance, had 
been converted into an effective window-seat, for 
which a second Indian blanket made the cover. 
Best of all she caught a glimpse of the gas stove, 
which an artless arrangement of the screen failed to 
conceal. The room invited comfort, and Donald, 
stretched on the couch in a feigned sleep, lent the 
finishing touch to the homely picture. 

" Well, Bubby ! Wouldn't Aunt Lilla and Uncle 
Ned open their eyes if they could see us now ! " 
Agnes said, dropping down beside him. 

" Is it worth while for me to open mine ? " he 
queried lazily. 

" I should say so ! " She deftly popped a grape 
between his lips. "There's beauty enough all 
about you for an inducement, I'm sure, and for 
more substantial fare here are eggs and oatmeal 
crackers, Swiss cheese, olives, fruit, and sweet 
chocolate." 

" Agnes," he said gravely, pulling himself up to 
a sitting position, " the looks of those little wedges 
of chocolate and my recollections of a penny-in-the- 
slot machine outside make me suspect you of stoop- 
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ing to a childishness I hoped you had outgrown. 
Suppose I had been walking with some of the stu- 
dents and had been obliged to say, * Gentlemen, I 
blush to own a twin of mine ! ' " 

" Oh, grandfather ! " Agnes retorted with deepen- 
ing dimples. "You knew I'd never get by the 
thing." 

" Besides," he went on, drawing a handful of simi- 
lar little cakes from his pocket, " in the matter of 
domestic supplies I should always be consulted." 
Ho, then you've been out, too ? " 
I was afraid you were lost in the halls, and after 
a thorough search I stepped into the skeleton-man's 
next door," he explained. " I thought I might 
rescue you before they had you in pickle. But 
doesn't this place look great ! " 

" Great ! " she echoed, folding the table-cover 
with housewifely care. 

" Let the festal board be spread," he ordered, 
adding wickedly, " bring out the plates first. Wait, 
it isn't right to use our best china every day. 
What could be more practical and decorative than 
these ? " He caught up two shining tin covers 
and laid one at each place. 

"Think of our dear little plates," she sighed, 
with the wreck of the night before thus freshly 
brought to mind. 

" I may buy a plate for myself, but for disci- 
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pline's sake you must go without till youVe saved 
enough pennies to buy one." 

"We'll neither of us have pennies for anything, 
if we're going to drop them all in the chocolate- 
machine. Don, where do you suppose we can get 
some water ? " she asked, busy with her bundles. 

"In the most romantic little grotto that ever 
grew," he answered mysteriously. " Come, Til 
show you. Bring a pitcher along." 

They went through the alcove and down past 
Vi'let's door, and then branching off in another 
direction they came on a little brick archway, in 
whose dusky recesses Agnes made out the dim 
shining of a faucet. 

" Isn't this picturesque ? " Donald gloated. " Re- 
becca at the well is commonplace, and the Old 
Oaken Bucket would be nowhere if you'd sing 
about this." 

" Um," she dubiously replied. " I'd like it bet- 
ter if there was a pail set here to catch the drip. 
It's awfully nasty underfoot." 

"Agnes, Agnes, how you drag me down from 
the heights!" 

" Never mind, I'll make you a song that shall 
suggest the trickle of water and the splash of our 
shoes in the puddles," she volunteered, following 
him back to daylight again. 

It was in the highest of spirits that the Bennett 
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twins sat down to their first meal in a home of their 
own providing. Agnes was initiated into the mys- 
teries of the gas stove, and some eggs were scram- 
bled in the new omelet pan in a manner worthy of 
twins and artists. It would have been unnatural if 
they had not missed the uncle and aunt whose lives 
had been locked up in theirs for so many years, but 
the novelty of the life on which they were entering 
and the unexpected little turns by which they were 
continually diverted, lent a flavour to their days that 
had so far kept them from any active feeling of 
homesickness. 

Agnes had to have a history of her brother's 
morning as they lingered over the table. When 
luncheon was finished he left her with the gracious 
permission to enjoy the first dish-washing all by her- 
self, as he must be getting back to work. So she 
made the room tidy and christened the new broom, 
and lastly she tacked the burlap dado into place — 
a long, back-wearying task, in which she had the 
welcome assistance of Vi'let, who was already becom- 
ing a necessity. 

By the time this last undertaking was over, it was 
four o'clock, and Donald came down to propose a 
walk. They stopped to order a lot of groceries 
from the little shop Agnes had visited at noon, 
and then they went up Fifth Avenue to look at 
some exquisite dry-point etchings on exhibition at a 
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famous gallery. And next they prowled about a 
distracting little curio-shop, where Agnes successively 
lost her heart to an African tom-tom and a bronze 
altar-lamp from Madrid, and was dragged away in- 
consolable by Donald, whose own affections had 
lapped themselves around a battered copper jug, 
showing beautiful gradations of colour in its dented 
surface. 

Toward dusk they turned home again, with the 
pleasant anticipation of a cosey evening before them. 
As they fumbled at their lock Donald, in sudden 
recollection, reached up under a sign that hung in 
the hall. 

" I forgot to tell you," he said, " that I have the 
liferoom key in my charge, with the privilege of 
going into the place any time I please. Let's have a 
look at it now." 

They threw off their things, turned the key in 
their own door, and mounted the stairs. The smell 
that saluted Agnes on the threshold of the liferoom 
was destined to become familiar and even dear to 
her. It was a heavy compound of oil, paint, and 
stale tobacco, sniffed in with reverence by the Ben- 
nett twins as they entered. 

Twilight was gathering fast, and the shadows lay 
thick in the corners, so that every detail was blurred ; 
but a glamour lay over the quiet room that neither 
of the twins could have named. Perhaps the painter 
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on the river-bank would have told Donald it was 
in such gray hours as this that they might surprise 
the real spirit of the place, the impulse underlying 
all the merry foolery of the day ; that the motley 
group of students whose laughter echoed from the 
roof, who were jealous, light-hearted, or glum, as life 
regulated their moods, had here one common bond : 
that they fought side by side for a thing they must 
never hope to grasp, and that on him who first 
thought he had achieved his ideal would first fall 
the shadow of failure. 

Something of his good friend's words came back 
to Donald as they stood there. For an instant he 
lay once more in the rough river-grass, while the 
painter stretched comfortably beside him, and the 
two looked up at the sky. 

" You must always hope to paint your best pic- 
ture next time," the man said, puffing slow rings 
of smoke above his head ; " but if the day ever 
comes when you think you've painted the best 
that's in you, you take my advice and chuck that 
picture in the fire, or you'll repent it." 

After a minute Donald lighted several gas-jets, 
and the furnishings of the littered room leaped out 
in relief against the background of shadows. " Isn't 
this a great old place ? " he asked, proud to play the 
part of host. 

He guided her from easel to easel, pointing out 
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the work of the different students of whom he had 
spoken ; which was Thorp's painting, and which 
was Pickles's, — who, it seemed, could "paint like a 
fiend," — and which was done by Baker. Agnes 
let her approbation rest heaviest on these, laughed 
over the " pink soap " picture, and scorned with 
Don the ones he scorned ; but naturally the thing 
best worth her looking at was the drawing he had 
begun. 

" It bothers me a little to handle that shoulder," 
he said, making his the phrase he had caught the 
day before. 

Agnes ardently seized on several unusual points 
for praise, complimenting him on the varied outlines 
of the legs, which she had ignorantly supposed went 
straighter than that, and the prominence of the 
ribs, finding his figure infinitely more like life than 
some of the other men's work. 

" Don't you want to sing something ? " Donald 
asked. 

" Oh, would you dare ? Don, why can't I 
come up here to practise, evenings like this ? My 
voice mustn't get rusty, and I can't let it out down- 
stairs." 

" There's nothing to stop you ; we'll have the 
place all to ourselves," he said. 

Agnes mounted the model-stand. Her face grew 
sweet and serious. Donald from below looked up 
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and listened with the same absorbed attention that 
his work drew from her. 

** Slumber and dream of the morning of life. 

Dream of the pathway before thee ; 

Let not each hour with sorrow be rife. 

Happiness, too, hovers o'er thee. 
Then never be impatient ! Then never be impatient ! " 

" That means you and me," she said at the end, 
coming over to slip a hand in his, and they ex- 
changed a silent squeeze as a pledge of their faith in 
each other. The hearts of the Bennett twins were 
very full that night of " dreams of the pathway " 
before them. 

They left the gray old room to its shadows again, 
and went happily down to supper. After they 
cleared away the dishes, they spent the evening 
in draping the fish-net they had brought from 
Maine about the room, and the first thing they 
fastened against this admirable background was their 
father's sword and cap. Then they tacked up 
the snowshoes, the fencing-masks and foils, one 
or two good prints and a plaster cast of the Lincoln 
gargoyle, and found a corner for Agnes's guitar and 
one for Donald's banjo. By the time the skull had 
been given a prominent place they were ready for 
bed. 

" How's your little cot ? " Agnes called, when 
the gas was out. 
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" Fine ! How's yours ? " 

'Tm comfortable." 

"You remind me to tell you something queer 
about this room in the morning." 

"Well, that's a pleasant thought to go to sleep 
on ! Is it anything dangerous ? " his twin de- 
manded. 

A drowsy chuckle reached her from the outer 
room. " It won't be walking round in the night, 
anyway." 

" Donald ! " she called indignantly, " you're 
teasing ! " 

There was no response, and in a few minutes 
more her wonder slipped into a dream. 



CHAPTER IX 

AN INITIATION IN WHICH AGNES SHARES 

** Haply my presence 
May well abate the angry spleen. 
Which otherwise would grow into extremes.** 

" TTT'S time I started out to seek my fortune. 

I You can't be having all the adventures, Don," 

Agnes said at breakfast the next morning. 

She had just re-read their first letter from home and 

was frowning thoughtfully at the pile of banana skins 

between them. 

" Aunt Lilla can't conceal that she's staggered by 
our setting up for ourselves, can she ? " 

" No ; and I want to have something good to tell 
them next time we write. Besides, I don't want to 
wait till we're down to our last dime before I start 
to earn anything." 

"That's right. Lamb; you have the business 
instincts of your uncle. But you can't sing on 
street corners here without a permit from City 
Hall." 

" I shan't need anybody's permission for what 
I'll do to-day. I'm going to deliver the letters 

96 
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Madam Bernard gave me, and then see what comes 
of them." 

" Shall you stay to lunch ? '* he asked, sweeping 
the dishes into the pan with one reckless move- 
ment. 

" Why, of course not, Don ! I shall just leave 
them with my card and come away." 

" Well, I call that a waste of time, to go 'way up 
by the park and then not even ask for the people 
you want to see ! " 

" Can't help it ; it's the thing. Now let me get 
at those dishes and you go on upstairs." Then 
with a sudden recollection she placed her back 
against the door. " What's queer about this 
room ? " she sternly demanded. " You remember 
how you kept me awake last night, and I'm not 
going to be left here alone without knowing." 

Don thrust a dramatic forefinger toward a corner 
of the room and Agnes, looking over, was surprised 
to see a large round hole at the top of the wooden 
wall. 

"Why, what made that? It wasn't here last 
night ! " she exclaimed, standing in a chair to 
examine it. " Is this a device of your skeleton- 
man ? " 

"Oh, yes, it was there," he answered, "but I 
didn't notice it till the light was out. It must have 
been a stovepipe hole, covered over with a little 

H 
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lid that our pounding jarred out. I'm going to 
look for the lid now ; you see the hole is just over 
the stairs." 

" Yes, for goodness* sake stop it up ! I feel as if 
every one who went by would peek in. But I sup- 
pose you would call it romantic ? " 

" The hole being about ten feet higher than the 
top step, their glances probably stray that way in 
spite of them," he said teasingly. 

Her disdainful rejoinder was not yet composed 
when a familiar loud knock sounded at the door. 
Come in, Vi'let," she cried. 

How yo' know 'tis Vi'let ? " the woman asked, 
shuffling into the room. A bright yellow kerchief 
was tied round her head, setting off her brown skin, 
and the dark eyes that had seemed almost mourn- 
ful yesterday brimmed with mischief. " Good 
mawnin', lil sistuh. Good mawnin', b'othuh. Ah 
has to run in ter see how de childuns gits on. Yo' 
got ter be good ter yo' sistuh, boy ; she wo'k lak a 
dawg fixin' up fo' yo' yes'day. Hadn' been fo' 
Vi'let she'd be wo'kin' now." 

" That's right, Vi'let, we appreciate it," Donald 
responded, picking up his banjo and tinkling out a 
jig. Vi'let's feet began to twitch and then she 
broke into a dancing step that carried her across the 
room, her body moving with that loose swing 
peculiar to her race, her head thrown back, her white 
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teeth and laughing eyes shining out, while she kept 
time with an odd, monotonous clucking as she went. 
She was for the moment the typical darky of the 
plantation. 

"Cain't keep still er-day, feet des' go deyse'f," 
she drawled over her shoulder. Ending with a 
splendid double-shuffle at the door, she called back, 
with her hand on the knob, "Yo' c'n save Vi'let 
some ob yo' treat, b'othuh." 

" What does she mean ? " Agnes asked, looking 
after her. " Do you suppose she thinks we'll have 
a house-warming ? " 

" I don't know ; probably she was just saying 
something." 

" Isn't she a real bit of ' de Souf befo' de wa' ? ' '* 
Agnes suspended her brisk splashing in the hot 
suds to ask. 

" She is to-day, but I wish you could have seen 
her the first time I did. She was every inch the 
' perfec' lady ' she thinks you are. She must like 
us or she wouldn't fool that way. Now I'll look 
for that lid and then skip upstairs. It's gone," he 
stuck his head inside the door to announce a minute 
later. " I'll fix up something when I come down 
again. Good-by." 

Vi'let's mysterious hint about the treat was made 
clear to the twins before noon. Donald was no 
sooner inside the liferoom than he noticed an odd 
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change in every one's manner. Whereas yesterday 
his entrance had excited no comment, to-day he dis- 
tinctly caught murmurs of "Here he is!" "That's 
the one I was telling you about ! " and once, in a 
tone that made him tingle, " What a generous, open 
countenance he has ! " Detecting nudges and side- 
long looks on every hand, he racked his brains with 
wondering how he could suddenly have become an 
object of notoriety. He grew nervous and unable 
to fix his mind on his work, for whenever he looked 
toward the model he was sure to meet curious 
eyes. 

" What was that you were saying, Freddy ? " 
came a voice behind him. 

" Why, I was telling about the young fellow who 
entered the League last year. Don't know as you 
remember him — very young, he was. We had to 
work over him for days before we could do any- 
thing with him." 

" Funny a fellow can't see when he runs up 
against a thing that there's only one way to get out 
of it." It was Baker who spoke — Baker, of whom 
Donald had somehow expected kinder things. 

He had instantly divined that he was the target 
for these remarks, but he bent over his paper, not 
so much as an eyelash quivering. 

" I should think he'd have wanted to set himself 
right with the class. It makes a lot of difference 
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the way a fellow starts in/' said a fair-haired young 
draughtsman at Donald's elbow. 

" You know what happened to Ding Sanford, 
don't you ? " asked another, from the back of the 
room. Interest in the topic seemed general. 
*^ Stood out for a week before he'd give in, and then 
he had to re-treat." 

This brought a laugh, which Donald hoped would 
clear the air, so charged with mystery. But he had 
scarcely made another stroke when a low-voiced con- 
troversy caught his ear and quite unsettled him. 

" I tell you, he ought to be able to scrape together 
a little something; it isn't decent for a fellow to 
come in here and not do his part." 

" But if the poor fellow can't ? I say let him 
alone ! " 

Under cover of the next rest Donald hurried over 
to Thorp. 

" What's everybody driving at ? " he asked des- 
perately. " If there's any little ceremony I've over- 
looked, I wish you'd tell me." 

There was a chorus of coughs, surcharged with 
meaning, and Thorp turned a superlative crimson. 

" It's a pity they couldn't tell you themselves what 
they want," he said in embarrassment. " The fact 
is, it's generally the custom in art schools for a new- 
comer to treat the class, and the boys bother the life 
out of any one till he does." 
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Vi*let*9 words came back to Donald then. He 
wished he had asked her what she meant. ** Oh, 
that's it ! What'U I give them ? Can I get some- 
thing near here ? ** he asked in perplexity. 

"Oh, you won't have to go after it yourself," 
Thorp reassured him. "Just give some money to 
the janitor and he'll look after it for you. He 
knows about what to get." 

Donald glanced down the room. He had not 
supposed there were so many men in the class, and 
he wondered in dismay what it would cost to feed 
them. 

" Would five dollars be enough ? " he faltered. 

" Oh, yes ; three dollars would give a good 
treat," the other said kindly, as relieved as Donald 
to be done with an awkward business. The janitor 
was shortly found and despatched for the treat, with 
instructions to get it to the liferoom with the least 
possible delay. Then light-heartedly Don went 
back to his stool, to work unmolested till noon- 
time. 

It occurred to Agnes, after Donald left her, 
that her calls were better made in the afternoon and 
her morning devoted to letter-writing ; and comfor- 
tably curled on the window-seat, she had just set 
down a sentence about the " tottering old building " 
and the " unique life " it held, when there came a 
low, rumbling sound that shook the windows and 
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rattled the dishes, gradually increasing in volume 
until the very walls seemed rocking about the girl's 
ears. With a cry she flung open the door and 
dashed into the hall, expecting to hear the roof 
crash in as she reached there. 

An exceedingly pretty girl, scarcely older than 
she, was placidly descending the stairs. Agnes's 
sudden appearance, her wide eyes and frightened 
face brought the stranger to a halt. 

** It's only the life-class," she said soothingly ; " I 
don't wonder they startled you, though." 

" Oh, was it the life-class ? " Agnes said, relieved. 
"I suppose they are exercising," she added, remem- 
bering the gymnasium. 

The stranger showed a pair of dimples to rival 
Agnes's own. " It means that the newest student 
has agreed to treat the class, and they are stamping 
and cheering for him." 

" Then it's for my brother," Agnes said proudly. 
" But they needn't make quite such a racket over 
it." 

*^ It must have been mild to what it is in our 
room," the girl returned. " Our room is just over 
yours and just under theirs, and our china-shelf is 
directly under their coal-bunkers; so that when 
they stamp it sends the coal-dust all over every- 
thing. My sister and I never would have taken 
the rooms if we had known about the treats first." 
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" En • Ah'll dream ob yo ' ! " Vi'let's yellow-tur- 
baned head came in sight. " Lil sistuh, was yo' scairt 
w*en yo' done hear dem boys contraipsin* roun' ? 
Dey do cut up pow'ful, don' dey, Miss Howe ? " 

" Yes, they do, Vi'let ; I always run away when 
I hear them beginning. How's little Anthony to- 
day ? " 

" Kin' o' peevyish ; sist' Sally gwine take 'im ter 
de doctuh ter-day." 

" Isn't she a dear ? " asked Miss Howe, when the 
slap of Vi'let's slippers had died away. 

" Indeed she is ; we're attached to her already," 
Agnes heartily declared. 

" Her sister Sally washes for us, but she is so full 
of the good-as-white-folks feeling that nobody can 
bear her, and they all look down on her ; while 
Vi'let just goes around being funny and sweet, and 
everybody loves her. She's like one of the fam- 
ily. Well, you mustn't let the boys frighten you 
again," the girl said, moving toward the stairs. 

" I wish you would come in sometime," Agnes 
said shyly, reluctant to see the last of her new ac- 
quaintance, yet hesitating to make overtures of 
friendship when she recalled Vi'let's comments on 
some of the tenants. 

" Thank you ; my sister and I were coming soon, 
anyway," was the cordial response. " Mr. Thorp 
is an old friend of ours, and he thought it might be 
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pleasant for you and for us. You must spend an 
evening with us soon." 

Donald came down at noon to tell of the en- 
forced treat and to say that he should lunch upstairs. 
He laughed over her fright, was interested in the 
girls overhead and amused at the coal-dust the 
class must have sent down that morning, and then 
he hurried back, as Mr. Hayes was expected. 

By two o'clock Agnes was ready to set out on her 
round of calls. She was at the door, when it was 
thrown violently open and Donald burst in, dis- 
hevelled and panting. He slammed the door behind 
him and turned the key in the lock. Before he had 
fairly done so several heavy objects came flying 
against it. 

He flung a laughing, reassuring look toward his 
twin, standing open-mouthed. " Oranges ! " he 
said briefly, and threw himself into a chair to have 
his laugh out. 

" It's the remains of the treat," he explained, when 
he got his breath. " They pelted each other with 
the cream puffs that were left, and one smashed 
square on Thorp's picture ; but when they came to 
the hard fruit they joined in a regular assault on 
another fellow and me. We happened to be down 
at the other end of the room. He took to the fire- 
escape and I barely got away with my life." 

" I'm thankful I haven't a weak heart, or I 
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should have to move away from you and your 
* lovely grot ' and your rampageous fellow-artists," 
Agnes said, laying off her coat. " How long is this 
istate of siege to last ? " 

" Oh ! about five or ten minutes, I guess. Were 
you just going out ? That's too bad." 

Tiptoeing over to the door he cautiously opened 
it a crack. Crash ! came several shots, and the thin 
panels shivered. 

" They must be hiding at the top of the stairs," 
he said, coming back again. " We'll wait another 
five minutes." 

Agnes took her time in drawing on a new pair of 
gloves, and then she looked at her watch. " It's a 
good five minutes, Don ; try them again. Gracious ! 
I hope they won't discover that hole in the wall ! " 

This time Donald opened the door wide enough 
to poke his hat through, and the shower of missiles 
proved that neither ammunition nor patience was 
exhausted. 

" This is thrilling, but it's provoking, too," the 
girl said, walking about impatiently. " I'll wait till 
fifteen minutes are up and then I'll go anyway." 

" You mustn't try it while they're slinging things 
about like this, Agnes ; you might get hurt," Don 
remonstrated. 

" I'll tell you ; you can send me out under a 
flag of truce. Here, we'll tie a dish towel on your 
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umbrella, and if they respect it I'll slip out and you 
can play the game alone. Only you must slam the 
door as soon as Tm out, or they'll pounce on 
you/' 

At the end of another five minutes the flag of 
truce was shaken through the partly opened door, 
and met with a respectful silence. Donald waved 
it to and fro for several minutes, but it drew neither 
shot nor jeering. 

"They must have gone upstairs or else they're 
willing to call a truce," Don said after waiting a 
minute. " Now, Agnes." 

This was the chance she wanted. She slipped 
quickly through the half-open door, which Don 
clapped to behind her as she reached the stairs. Her 
foot was on the top step when there came a fusillade 
of fruit, hard rolls, and sticky buns, sent spinning 
toward her with triumphant shouts. 

She braced herself against the wall, angry but 
unshrinking, her hands before her face. She had 
been through too many snowball fights to have the 
fear a girl brought up with girls might feel. By a 
lucky chance the shots flew wide, and still the next 
might find its mark. 

There was a sudden yell of pain from the landing 
above. " Confound you, Thompson ! what are you 
doing to my arm?" 

" Confound you ! Can't you see it's a girl ? " 
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Roused at last, Donald dashed open the door. 
" Hi, you fellows ! stop that ! " he raged. " It's 
my sister ! " 

But by this time an appalled silence had settled 
on her assailants, and Agnes, with her head at its 
haughtiest angle, and her cheeks a brave scarlet that 
the darkness unkindly concealed from the boys 
above, walked swiftly down the stairs. 

" Agnes ! Are you hurt ? " Don called after her 
anxiously. 

" I shall probably feel better when I have cooled 
down a little," she returned, in clear, resentful tones. 

There was a little stir in the group above, now 
descending with abject apologies, and Don could 
chuckle at their discomfort, knowing that his twin 
had escaped unhurt. 

Agnes stepped briskly along in her indignation, 
unconscious of the dozen humiliated pairs of eyes 
watching her from the window. An event of greater 
moment had driven them completely from her mind 
when, two hours later, she bounded up the stairs 
and flung open the door of their room. 

" Don ! Did you see me drive up in a * coop ' 
belonging to one of the Four Hundred ? " she cried 
jubilantly — foolishly, it seemed to her the next 
moment, as she stood blushing on the threshold. 

In that first amazed stare the room seemed over- 
flowing with students. There were at least four 
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squeezed on the couch, the chairs and table were 
filled with them, and another supported Donald on 
the window-seat as he thrummed away at his banjo. 

The invaders all rose with one impulse and stood 
in a confusing row before her while Donald intro- 
duced them. 

"We're relieved to find you aren't hurt by our 
foolery, and awfully sorry for the mistake," said one, 
whom she instantly identified as Pickles. 

" We didn't know Bennett had a sister," another 
put in hastily, evidently deeply mortified by the 
incident. 

" Perhaps you've cooled down enough to forgive 
us now?" a third suggested, with a mischievous 
smile. 

" You would have done better to share your 
treat with Vi'let," she said sedately, and they agreed 
that that course would have saved them infinite 
regret. 

One by one they offered a humble word of 
apology and then filed out, leaving the Bennett 
twins to smile at the subdued good nights. 




CHAPTER X 

FORTUNE SMILES ON A BENNETT TWIN 

*'To catch Dtme Fortune's golden smile 
Assiduous wait upon her." 

ON! Oh, dear! Why did I burst in 
like that ! How flat they must have 
thought me to call it * coop/ and make 
such a time over it! They'll think I never saw 
one before." 

" Oh, well, they were too cut up about their own 
mistake to notice yours. They're full of the old 
Nick, but there isn't a rowdy among them." 

" If I hadn't been so excited I might have thought, 
when I found the door unlocked. Oh, Don ! if you 
had seen me ! The smartest little coupe, and the 
stunningest coachman, and a footman in livery to 
jump down and open the door for me. And it was 
such fun to h^e all their elegance draw up before 
the skeletons and drop a Bennett twin ! " 

" Where did it come from, Cinderella ? " asked 
Don, still softly touching the banjo strings. 

" Do I look up to such swellness, Don ? " she 
asked, revolving anxiously before him. 

no 
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"You look as if you'd been born in a *coop/ 
Now, how did it happen ? " 

" I think it's the beginning of my fortune, Don," 
she said blithely, removing her hat and coat. 
" Isn't it wonderful how all the bugbears we feared 
are smoothed from our path ? " 

" You were in a mood to smooth any bugbear 
when you started out," he teased. 

"Well, I was angry, and no wonder! But by 
the time I'd made my first call I'd forgotten the 
boys existed. That was at a beautiful apartment 
house, close by the park. Then I walked a couple 
of blocks to another just like it, but the third place 
was a regular palace of a house — Mrs. Wendell 
Rutger's — and a carriage stood in front of it. I 
walked up boldly, and just as I reached the door it 
opened and a servant in brass-buttoned clothes 
appeared. I was handing him Madam Bernard's 
letter and my card when a lady came out and he 
stepped back to let her pass. She can't be over 
forty, and she was beautifully dressed, but she looked 
pale and sick of things. 

" She was sweeping by when she caught sight of 
the letter and stretched her hand out languidly for 
it, this way," Agnes illustrated, " and read it through. 
Of course it would have been rude to walk off while 
she was reading, so I stood there, and when she 
finished she came over and shook hands pleasantly. 
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if it was rather limply. And then she said, ' Pm 
glad to meet you, Miss Bennett. If you've nothing 
else to do, won't you drive down town with me ? I 
have a call to make in Gramercy Park.' 

" Of course I said I'd be delighted, and we got 
into the coupe, the footman shut the door, and oiF 
we went down the avenue, where we got into such 
a mob of carriages on their way to the park that 
the horses had to walk most of the time." 

" Well, did she promise you anything ? " was 
Don's practical question. 

" She didn't get a chance to talk much to me at 
first, for bowing to the people we met, and I didn't 
care, I was having such a good time watching her 
friends — just the cream of New York, I could see ! 
They weren't all handsome, but they belonged to 
her set, I know, because all the women had a way 
of setting their shoulders back and dipping their 
heads when they bowed, just as she did, and all the 
young men had their mouths hanging a little way 
open." 

« What ! " 

" Oh, you must study it, Don ! It attracted my 
gaze when I was walking up there, and I observed 
the various phases of it coming down. You don't 
drop your jaw, of course; half an inch seems to be 
the regulation width. It gives an air of uncon- 
sciousness of one's surroundings. When you sell 
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your first picture, Don, — or I have my first recital, 
— we'll go fiDr a drive in a smart little hansom, and 
you shall leave your mouth ajar, and I will gra- 
ciously dip my head, like this, to acquaintances I'll 
pretend to see." 

Don laid down his banjo. "You've got some- 
thing good to tell or you wouldn't run on like that. 
Let's have it. Lamb." 

" I must lead up to it ; it's too good to tell all at 
once," she answered, giving up her attempt to con- 
trol the betraying dimples. " Pretty soon we turned 
into a quiet street and Mrs. Rutger began to talk 
about Madam Bernard's musicales in Milan, and 
how she had been to them. And then she said 
she hoped there was something unusual about my 
voice ; people got tired nowadays of just singing, 
even if it was as fresh and sweet as Madam Bernard 
wrote her mine was. She said it with such a lovely 
smile that I didn't mind at all. 

" Then I told her about my ballad idea ; how I 
thought people didn't get tired of simple things with 
some character to them, and how I'd collected odd 
little folk-songs and ballads, and meant to give an 
afternoon to each group. I said I thought almost 
everything would be new to people here, and I told 
her about the quaint Scotch ballads that nobody 
ever sings, but that always go straight to the spot, 
and the Danish folk-songs that Ola Petersen taught 



ti 
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me, and the Creole songs that Cousin Jean brought 
from the West Indies, and the lovely Irish things, 
and so on, till I was afraid of tiring her. I told her 
I was sure the idea would take if I only had a 
chance to try it. Isn't it funny how the things 
you pick up just because you want to, or because 
they fall in your way, come in play later on ? I 
wasn't planning anything when I learned all those 
little songs." 

And — er — ?" was the suggestive response. 
Mrs. Rutger got almost animated before I fin- 
ished. I could see I'd made an impression," Agnes 
resumed. " She smiled her lovely tired smile again, 
and said: *It must be very pleasant to have so much 
enthusiasm. I don't remember that I ever cared 
as much as that about anything, and now I'm tired 
of everything. The doctor calls it nervous prostra- 
tion, and says I must keep very quiet.' " 

" That settled her doing anything for you, didn't 
it ? " Don interrupted in deep disappointment. 

" I thought of course it did ; but she went on to 
say she might ask some people to hear me once, 
and then if they chose they could get up a series 
of ballad mornings." 

" Hooray ! " cried Don, excitedly. " Score one 
for the Bennett twins ! " 

"Yes, wasn't that fine? Then she asked me 
what terms I had thought of making, and I told 
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her fifteen dollars a time until I was known a little> 
and then twenty-five." 

" You should have asked her twenty-five. Lamb ; 
she'd have liked you all the better. Ten dollars 
is nothing to her." 

"Oh, isn't it?" Agnes quickly returned. "I 
believe it means more to people like that than it 
does to us. She said she thought I'd better ask 
twenty-five dollars if they got up a series, but I 
ought to be willing to take less than that for the 
privilege of such an introduction, and would I call 
it ten dollars ? She seemed so horribly bored when 
we got to this point I was quick to say I would." 

" Well, I call it cheap for a worhan in her posi- 
tion to beat you down, when she knows you're just 
starting ! " Don exclaimed in deep disgust. 

"Oh, do you? It didn't seem like that — 
then." 

"Well, I don't see it any other way," he 
answered, striding up and down. "When is she 
going to have her show ? " 

" She said she'd let me know, and she sent me 
home in her carriage in the most gracious way. 
Really, Don, she was awfully kind. Ten dollars 
is something, and it may lead to so much." 

" Yes, that's true ; but don't you let any more of 
them fleece you. Let's see, you have enough songs 
for at least six mornings, haven't you? Whew! 
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Six times twenty-five would lap you in luxury. 
You'll probably keep a hansom permanently." 

"Yes, I planned as many as that. Oh, and I 
had another idea coming down. I'd love to have 
a young folks' morning, all cavaliers and romance 
and some dear funny little German songs. Young 
people would listen to those when they might be 
bored by more classical things. Perhaps I could 
lead them along by easy stages to enjoy classical 
music." 

"There's no denying that the young like gore, 
so the cavalier ballads would be sure to take. And 
I think they'd listen to you when an older person 
couldn't interest them at all." 

" Perhaps they could make up a request pro- 
gramme the second or third time. That would give 
me some notion of how to feel my way. There 
are such rafts of people in New York, and if that 
exclusive set took me up, other people would, 
and I'd have plenty of engagements, I know. 
Why, Don," she cried with sparkling eyes, "if I 
sang only once a week it would keep us, wouldn't 
it?" 

" Famously ! " he replied with equal enthusiasm. 

Agnes went toward her room and then hesitated 
in the doorway. " Don, I'd like to put on some- 
thing bright and festive to celebrate, if you don't 
mind. My lavender waist, perhaps." 
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"That's right. TU get out my gaudiest tie. 
But now that you're hobnobbing with *the cream 
of New York' you must take extra care of your 
clothes. Though I suppose you'll be wearing 
nothing but silks and velvets soon." 

" Don, do you suppose — I ought to dress very 
well for my mornings ; singers have to, everywhere, 
and they care so much about dress here — do you 
suppose I could have a princess gown of mossy 
green velvet ? " She stood aghast at the audacity 
of the fancy. 

" I'd have a queen's coronation robe, while I was 
about it, with pearls and diamonds plastered all over 
the front." 

The prospective heiress disappeared for a minute 
and then came back to the threshold. " I don't 
believe I'd better put on anything very choice till 
I make some big aprons. Silk waists and gas stoves 
don't go together, do they ? " 

" Oh, I'll celebrate by stirring up some of my 
world-renowned muffins," he volunteered. "The 
inspiration is on me ! Run along, child." 

Diving in behind the curtain he came out with 
a great yellow bowl, the muffin-rings, and a long- 
handled spoon. A second disappearance secured 
the ingredients necessary to perfect muffins, and 
their manufacture was proceeding triumphantly 
when a voice rose in horror from the inner room. 
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" Donald, are you making muffins on that pretty 
table-cover ? " 

" I was, but I've reformed," he replied, deftly 
twitching it oiF and resuming his beating as she 
appeared. " Well, you are got up regardless ! " 

Conscious of an effective toilette, Agnes was con- 
tent to pose in a chair well out of reach of her 
brother's floury splashes, as he briskly compounded 
his masterpieces. 

" I believe those muffins are at their best out of 
doors," she observed, watching the third great drop 
of batter fly through the air. 

" I do feel a little hampered," he admitted, grow- 
ing nervous under her scrutiny. " I'll tell you, 
Agnes," wheedlingly, " look down at the foot of 
my couch and see what you'll find." 

"You're trying to divert me," she said suspi- 
ciously, but a palette and paint-box, with a roll of 
canvas, rewarded her prompt obedience. "Oh, 
jolly, Don ! I'm glad you're going to begin paint- 
ing. Mr. Hayes came, then, I know. Why 
didn't you get a big palette, like some of those 
upstairs ? " 

" Too big for a beginner. I couldn't manage it, 
and the boys would guy the life out of me." 

"What did Mr. Hayes say?" she asked, lov- 
ingly fingering the paint-tubes. 

" I'll tell you upstairs. Don't you want to go up 



Fortune smiles on a Bennett Twin 119 

while the muffins are in the oven ? Observe, I have 
the rings piping hot." 

The same gray room of shadows awaited them, 
but the remains of Donald's treat bespattered the 
walls and showed on Thorp's unfinished picture. 

"Were they still at it when Mr. Hayes got here?" 
Agnes inquired, perching herself on a high stool. 

" Gracious, no ! they were quiet as kittens ; you 
took all the fight out of them, and they were in 
abject rows at my feet all the afternoon." 

" Served 'em right ; they're too old to be up to 
such kiddish capers. But tell about Mr. Hayes. 
Do you like him ? " 

" I should say I did ! Why, I got more from 
him in ten minutes than I ever supposed I needed 
to learn. Of course, I knew I didn't know any- 
thing, I got that through my head down in Maine ; 
but I didn't realize there were so many points to 
pay attention to. He stopped at one easel and told 
the fellow to study Rubens and see how he put in 
an eye, and another he told not to be afraid of get- 
ting on too much paint; just staining the canvas 
wasn't anything, and to look at Velasquez. And 
he told the whole class to live at the exhibition of 
Holbein's drawings while it's here, for the sake of 
his line-drawing. He'd go round and talk to the 
diflferent ones while they were working, and when a 
rest came he talked a blue streak to the class, — 



I20 The Bennett Twins 

anecdotes and helpful things. I'll bet there wasn't 
a fellow there he didn't stimulate. If he'd talked 
another ten minutes I'd have dashed oiF an Old 
Master under his nose. He doesn't make you feel 
so satisfied with yourself, you know. It isn't that. 
But he makes you see how you can shin up the lad- 
der if you set your mind to it, and he shows you 
where to put your feet." Donald beamed on her, 
radiant with enthusiasm. 

" What did he say about your drawing ? Didn't 
he think it was pretty good ? " 

" He didn't seem struck by it," Don laughed. 
" He must have known I was only a beginner, with- 
out more than rolling an eye toward it. He told 
me the head was too big, for one thing. Afterward 
I asked Thorp, and he said it was about four times 
too big ; you were apt to get it that way when you 
were starting. Then Hayes told me about placing 
my figure, to make it fill the paper and get it in line, 
and to study construction and anatomy till I knew 
where every bone and muscle came. He told me 
not to work over a drawing if I got confused and 
lost my grip on it, but to turn my paper over and 
begin again. He advised me to take up painting 
next week, so I trotted out and bought my stuff as 
soon as he'd gone. Baker went with me and helped 
pick it out." 

" Who seemed to be his favourite ? " Agnes asked, 
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confident that her twin would some day claim this 
place. 

"Why, I don't think he has any. A man 
wouldn't, with a lot of fellows like that," was the 
answer, in which amusement at her feminine ques- 
tion was evident. 

" I suppose, though, he likes the men who are 
most in earnest," she said thoughtfully. 

" That's true enough. It was funny to see him 
with one of the fellows who's been studying for 
years — Goddard, his name is, and he had the 
cheapest kind of a drawing this week. Hayes sat 
down before it, and after a minute he looked up and 
said, with quiet politeness, — he has a very elegant 
manner, — * Do you wish me to take this seri- 
ously ? ' Jove ! how Goddard coloured up ! " 

" Did Mr. Thorp introduce you, or did Mr. 
Hayes just come and talk ? " 

" He stopped and talked when he got round to 
me, that's all. But it was rich, the way the boys 
received him ! They were still buzzing about their 
little racket in the halls, when the door slammed and 
every fellow shut up on the instant. It seems that 
Hayes has a way of coming in like that. But it 
turned out to be one of the boys just playing it on 
us, and when he came out from behind the screen 
they all groaned. Pretty soon he slipped out and 
did it again, and fooled 'em the second time. But 
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after that they weren't to be caught, and when the 
door banged good and hard and it really was 
Hayes, they received him with groans that changed 
into good mornings pretty quickly, I tell you." 

" Why, is he strict with the boys ? " she asked, 
coming back to Don's drawing again. 

" No, he doesn't care what they do ; but still they 
all stand in awe of him. It's because he's so big, I 
suppose. But you ought to hear him talk, Agnes ; 
it would stir you to your spine ! He isn't so elo- 
quent, but he's earnest, ami you feel all the time as 
if he knew." 

A queer expression was stealing over her face as 
he talked. It was not disbelief, it was neither dread 
nor displeasure, yet — In another instant intelli- 
gence flashed into Donald's eyes. 

" Great Scott ! the muffins ! " he gasped, and 
they galloped madly over the stairs. 



CHAPTER XI 

SETTLING INTO HARNESS 

** When every friend was more than Damon, 
Each quicksand safe to build a &me on." 

THE weeks slipped quickly past, and by 
degrees the twins became adjusted to their 
new life. The pantry shelves were up, 
and the dishes arranged in orderly rows, eked out 
by the numerous "cooking attentions" that had 
called forth Vi'let's admiration. Pots and pans 
hung neatly underneath, and the little store of 
groceries gave the corner an air that must have 
appealed to any housekeeper. On the whole, their 
domestic life ran along with surprising smoothness, 
though they had not yet achieved that system de- 
clared necessary by Agnes at the outset. The few 
mistakes marking their path were chiefly hers ; but 
she was so certain to redeem herself immediately by 
some brilliant culinary stroke, that only the latter 
was remembered. Vi'let had by this time assumed 
a genuine old-time Southern air of proprietorship 
over the twins ; they were no longer "de childuns " 
but "ma childuns," and all the odd minutes in the 
day were filled by her presence, and all their little 
difliculties smoothed by her dear dusky fingers. 

123 
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They wrote home in high spirits, Donald gossip- 
ing of their new circumstances and his hope of prog- 
ress; and Agnes setting down an account of Mrs. 
Rutger's promise with a pen she tried in vain to keep 
humble. Through all their attempted repression 
glowed the assurance of triumph ahead. 

After delivering the last of Madam Bernard's let- 
ters, there was little for Agnes to do but await devel- 
opments. Meantime, she went over her songs, and 
every night she rehearsed in the big liferoom while 
Donald washed his brushes. Or perhaps she took 
her guitar and Don his banjo, with Vi'let tagging 
after, a dependent on their moods. Whether they 
wished her grave or gay, that she became forthwith, 
under the touch of their light fingers. The coal- 
bunker echoed their lively measures under her 
delighted heels, or her mobile face softened into 
plaintive lines with the minor melodies. Occasion- 
ally a shiny brown roly-poly, distinguished as " Little 
Charlie," lolled beside her, and once sist' Sally, a 
tall and haughty negress, all hard, aggressive lines, 
in contrast to Vi'let's softness, deigned to stand 
inside the door. 

One night, just as Agnes finished a tender little 
Creole lullaby, there was a knock at the door. 
Donald, who was making a study of Vi'let's 
head, dropped his crayon, a little annoyed at the 
intrusion. 
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" Do you suppose it's Mr. Hayes ? " Agnes sent 
after him in an awed whisper. 

" It won't matter if it is," he stopped to reassure 
her; "he's the kind of man who'd like to see us 
making the most of our opportunities." 

It was not Mr. Hayes, but Thorp, and with him 
his sister and two other girls, introduced as Miss 
Howe and her sister, in one of whom Agnes iden- 
tified her acquaintance of the day of Donald's treat. 
This was Margaret Howe, whose rosy health was in 
almost pathetic contrast to her tall, pale sister's dark- 
shadowed eyes. One was fresh from a quiet coun- 
try life, the other chastened by the town ; but there 
was about them both the winning charm that springs 
from a genuine nature. Margaret, it presently 
appeared, kept house for Elise, the older, who was 
secretary for a busy philanthropic woman. Like the 
Thorps, they had come from Maine, and an imme- 
diate link between the little company was their com- 
mon love for the Kennebec. 

Miss Thorp was not unlike her brother in appear- 
ance ; she had the same eyes of a dreamer and the 
force of a worker, and her hopes were identical with 
his. " We really came to call on you, and so did 
the Howes," she said; " but this is the best place to 
be, anyway, so don't go down yet." 

" That's a good start you're making," Thorp said 
over Donald's shoulder, as the latter moved to put 
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away his things. " If I can get a bit of charcoal, I 
believe I'll have a try at it myself. Getting tired, 
Vi'let ? •• 

" Got ma bones all loosen' up agin while yo' 
childuns talkin', " she answered. " Ah c'n set a lil 
longuh, but Ah'm right thankfu' Ah ain' one ob dese 
yere go-out-by-de-day models." 

Thorp took a board and dropped down beside 
Donald, and the six began a merry exchange of 
housekeeping experiences. The Thorps' confes- 
sions were far funnier than any the others had to 
offer, but they all owned to getting a world of com- 
fort out of the little homes they had established. 
They grew uproarious over Donald's " lovely grot," 
and the various queernesses of the building, which 
the twins now learned was popularly known as 
"the Hive." Thorp told anecdotes of Hayes, 
whom he knew well, and it was good to see how 
familiarity had bred nothing but admiration for 
the master. When the ice was fairly broken, the 
callers begged that the concert they had interrupted 
might be resumed, and Agnes, led on by the music- 
hungry look in their eyes, got out the guitar she 
had laid aside. 

" You must come up to our room some night, and 
hear Mr. Barlow's 'cello," Elise Howe said. 

"That doesn't mean we know him," her sister 
explained; "his room is next to ours, and the 
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partition is very thin. We often fall asleep to his 
music at night." 

" Why, haven't I told you about ' Charley Bar- 
ley/ Agnes ? " Donald asked. 

" Oh, poor thing ! is he under the life class, too ? " 
she cried. 

" They listen quietly enough while he plays, so 
he must know they appreciate his music," Thorp 
looked up to say; "but the minute he stops they 
all yell, * Good boy, Charley Barley ! ' till I should 
think the poor old chap would be crazy." 

" We're lucky to be down another flight, but I 
don't believe the boys will bother me very much 
after this," said Agnes. 

Vi'let was growing restless, and the drawing-boards 
were laid aside. Don struck up a college tune on 
his banjo, and the evening ended in a general 
" sing." 

This was the beginning of an acquaintance soon 
ripening into intimacy. The Thorps ran over fre- 
quently, and the Howe girls came down or the 
Bennetts went up, and others joined them ; but, 
however it was, they generally drifted into the big 
studio before they separated. Thorp would some- 
times bring his violin, and they had many a little 
dance on Saturday nights, when the easels could be 
moved back and the floor left clear. Or they went 
out to the "plain sidewalks" Agnes prescribed. 
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and to which necessity held them all. On Sundays 
they heard wonderful music in some of the big 
churches, and afterward strolled through the park 
to the Museum, where they stayed as long as it 
was light. The Sunday evenings, too, were apt to 
end in the liferoom, one after another of the Hive's 
dwellers dropping in, till they made the place ring 
with their fresh young voices, or matched ambitions 
in the dusk. 

Perhaps the greatest gain the twins were con- 
scious of was the friendship steadily growing up 
between Donald and the student whose personality 
had impressed him from the first — Kendall Baker. 
Baker got in the way of stopping at night on his 
way home, and condescended at last to bring his 
lunch downstairs and eat with them at noon. De- 
spite the simple straightforwardness of his nature, 
the twins felt that it could be nothing less than 
condescension. He had studied for three or four 
years, while they were young and ignorant, and 
they worshipped his earnestness and absorbed his 
words, adopted his ideals for theirs, and religiously 
read the books he named. Millet and Michel- 
angelo were his familiars, and the twins drew 
heavily on their diminished store to buy a life of 
the great peasant-painter and a photograph of 
"The Creation." Agnes eflFaced herself at first as 
much as possible, leaving Donald free to weld more 
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firmly a friendship that meant much to him. More 
than once, at the outset of Baker's visits, she 
went out at lunchtime and waited in the elevated 
station, a block away, till they had their hour 
together. Don never dreamed of this manoeuvre; 
but Baker suspected it, and told her that if he were 
driving her out he should keep away. It was not 
until he dropped in unexpectedly on one of their 
studio rehearsals, and she saw that she could give 
him something in return for the inspiration he 
unconsciously lent her, that she claimed any of his 
friendship for herself. 

Soon after she began to set the table for three at 
noon, Agnes went out to their little ice-box in the 
hall one day, and, unlocking the padlock that fas- 
tened it, found every dish bare of the food it had 
held. Milk, cheese, eggs, and butter were gone, 
and with them the prospect of surprising the boys 
with an omelet. As she stood over the box in dis- 
may, she saw Donald and Baker coming down the 
stairs, and quickly decided to say nothing of the 
theft. It would be like Baker not to make a fuss 
over it, and neither would she. 

" Lunch ready, is it ? " asked Donald, as they 
reached her. 

" It will be soon," she answered, and slipped 
upstairs when their backs were turned. 

Margaret Howe came nobly to the rescue. Milk 
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and eggs were quickly supplied, jelly took the place 
of cheese, and luncheon proceeded satisfactorily. 
But Agnes, troubled and annoyed, was glad to 
consult Donald when opportunity offered. 

"You must have left the box unfastened," he 
said. " Do you particularly remember locking it 
this morning and unlocking it this afternoon ? " 

" I can't be positive, but I think so. Do you 
suppose it's meant for a joke? " 

" It's a precious poor one if it is, I should say. 
No, I don't think so ; the boys wouldn't play it on 
you, too." 

" I don't believe they all know I live here, Don, 
do you ? And they may have seen you putting the 
things in there, and watched their chance." 

" I don't see any point to that kind of a joke, 
and I'd let any of them know it quick enough if I 
caught 'em at it. More likely it was some pedler 
going through the building." 

"There was a man here this morning with 
feather dusters to sell," Agnes said thoughtfully. 
" I'd rather think he did it." 

" rU bet a dollar he did ! " Donald cried. " You 
might have thought of him at once." 

" But I was so sure I'd fastened the box, Don, 
and I don't believe he could pick the lock as well 
as some of those monkeys upstairs. Besides, I 
should think he'd have taken the dishes." 
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" He probably didn't have anything to put them 
in, but just found the box unlocked, and couldn't 
resist the temptation to feed." 

The next morning Donald carried the food out to 
the ice-box himself, trying the padlock to make 
sure it was fast ; but when Agnes opened it at noon 
the dishes were bare as before. 

" The pedler must have enjoyed his lunch enough 
to come back again to-day," she said to Donald, as 
they stood staring into the box with rueful faces. 

"Well, he mustn't think he can live on us. I'll 
fix him a dose to-morrow that'll cure him ! " Don 
threatened. 

" I hate to have anything like this happen. It 
gives me a queer feeling, to have some one sneaking 
'round to snatch our food from our mouths. I 
wish you'd stuff up that hole in the wall, Donald." 

" Yes, I must. But we'll hit on some scheme for 
catching the thief to-morrow," he repeated. 

" I hope so ; we can't afford to have our food 
walking off at this rate." 

"I should say not; it'll be all we can do to feed 
ourselves pretty soon. We'd better have stuck to 
the window-box." 

" But the food went off just as fast that way, you 
remember. If the boys took the trouble to fish 
down for things in the window-box, they'd trouble 
to pick this lock. Anything to tease." 
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Vi'let was resorted to in this second extremity. 
The table was soon spread, and the twins watched 
Kendall Baker placidly enjoying the meal in igno- 
rance of their disturbance. 

A street parade kept them up late that night, 
driving the subject of the theft from their minds, 
and it was not till Donald started for the class the 
next morning that it was brought up again. 

" Let it go to-day," Don said. " He'll be back 
to-morrow. Only I'd keep the things in here, so 
we'll be sure of them. We can't afford to experi- 
ment any more." 

But as Agnes cleared away the breakfast dishes 
an idea came to her. She had never wavered in her 
conviction that the robber was a student, bent on 
nothing more than mischief, and to be disposed of 
jvithout trouble. Giggling softly to herself, she set 
the rooms in order, and when this was done, got 
out her writing-pad and composed the following 
notice in a little flurry of inky ardour: — 

" The Owners of this Ice-Chest would consider 
it a favour if the Person into whose hands this card 
may fall will lunch with them daily, as by this means 
they may secure some share of the food they pro- 
vide for themselves. N.B. The Hardworking 
Poor are not fit subjects for Practical Jokes." 

" There ! " She viewed it with satisfaction. " If 
one of the boys in the life class gets hold of this, 
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it'll fix him, for he won't really mean to do any 
harm. And if one of those old pedlers comes 
across it, he won't be able to read it ; so it'll be all 
right either way." She tiptoed out to lock the card 
in the ice-box, and went back to her room. 

There seemed to be an unusual number of people 
going up and down that morning, and once she 
seized her kettle and ran out to the grotto because 
she fancied footsteps paused suspiciously. But it 
proved to be Vi'let's Big Charlie, mending a gas 
fixture, and next time it was Mr. Barlow, with his 
'cello under his arm, and again it was the coal-men, 
trudging over the stairs with bags on their shoulders. 
Agnes was assured that the coal-men were not guilty, 
or she would have found smutty traces on the 
dishes. When the kettle had been filled for the 
fourth time, she put on her things and went for a 
walk. 

There were few leaves left on the trees in Madi- 
son Square, and the sight gave her a feeling of sad- 
ness she had never known before. Autumn always 
meant such cheer as no other season held: the smell 
of apples in the orchard and late pears mellowing on 
the closet shelf; the fragrance of burning leaves 
out-of-doors and of preserves in the kitchen ; ex- 
cursions after nuts in the nipping air of morning, 
over fields the frost had whitened ; jaunts through 
bronzing thickets after barberries; gray days with 
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pallid suns; clear, mellow days, when November 
drew from yellow brakes the smell of woodland 
wine ; brisk, high-winded days, when there was talk 
of skates and Christmas holidays as they ploughed 
their way from school through drifts of rustling 
leaves; and always, however far afield they might 
fare, the home-coming to warmth and light and 
loving faces, and the assurance that, however the 
tooth of winter might bite, they need not feel it. 
How well she remembered that all this had been 
theirs a year ago! She caught her breath to find 
how near they were to winter, with their money 
going fast and no certain means of sustenance ahead. 
Failure was something she could not look in the face 
as yet, though she felt it close at her heels. 

But the air was clear and bracing, the bare boughs 
were beautiful against the cold blue sky, and, since 
hope is never long eclipsed in healthy youth, by the 
time she reached home life looked fair once more. 

Donald and Baker were already downstairs, and 
she waited to set out their luncheon before she 
slipped down the hall and opened the ice-box, curi- 
ous to see if her card were gone. A rich fragrance 
floated up as she threw back the lid. There, in a 
handsome basket tied with great bows of yellow 
satin, choice hot-house grapes, — purple and pale 
transparent green, — late peaches, and melting pears 
made a luscious array, and in each corner of the ice- 
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box was a chubby bottle of olives. Tucked in the 
handle of the basket she found a card. 

" For the Hardworking Poor — an inadequate 
reparation," was written in bold characters, and 
Agnes knew she had not guessed wrong. 

The basket was a generous armful to set down 
before the astonished boys. " I hadn't time to see 
about any other dessert, and this will have to do," 
she said carelessly, over her shoulder, as she went 
back for the olives. 

" Has Mrs. Rutger been here ? " Donald de- 
manded when she returned. 

" Mrs. Rutger ? Oh, dear, no ! It's an apology 
that was offered to me," she said gayly ; " allow me 
to offer you one!" 



CHAPTER XII 

A WIT OUTWITTED 

** The effect of my intent is to cross theirs : 
They do it but in mocking merriment ; 
And mock for mock is only my intent." 

THANKSGIVING came and went. The 
twins passed it in solitary state, for every- 
body else seemed to be invited somewhere, 
and the Hive was fairly deserted. They them- 
selves might have gone home had they wished, 
as Mr. Lowe offered to make good the expense; 
but they shrank from facing the home people with- 
out one definite hope for the winter, and declined 
in the cheeriest of letters, over which the Lowes 
smiled and sighed together. 

" We'll soon have them back again ; their money 
must be almost gone," Uncle Ned said confidently. 

" I'd like to send them a Thanksgiving box — 
turkey, and all the things they may go without," 
proposed his wife. "They'd appreciate home 
cooking, I know, if they've had to live on their 
own." 

" Now, Lilla, don't you go stocking a garrison 
that'll soon be starved into surrender. You'll let 

136 






A Wit Outwitted 137 

'em alone if you want the chicks back again as 
much as I do." 

You know how I miss them, Ned/' she sighed. 
But if I thought those poor foolish children 
weren't getting enough to eat, I'd send them a 
barrel of goodies before I went to bed to-night." 

" Well, don't you worry, my dear. When food 
gets scarce, our valiant twins will auction off their 
household goods and start for home. They're too 
fond of good eating to stand short rations for more 
than a day. I know 'em ! They're like me there." 

His prophecies and her forebodings were true in 
part, for no turkey graced the table of the Bennett 
twins that day. An abundant supply of nuts and 
raisins were the only additions to their usual simple 
fare, for, with the realization that their stock of 
money was dwindling at an alarming rate, economy 
was the order of the hour. So while happy faces 
gathered about home hearths, and good cheer and 
plenty prevailed as always in the familiar places 
they recalled so well, the twins spent their day in 
the chilly liferoom, pursuing a hope that had visited 
Donald that morning. A little jest livening their 
breakfast suddenly presented itself to him as capable 
of illustration, and he hoped that he might make 
something of it. Agnes lent her willing aid, and 
posed first in street costume and then in her pret- 
tiest house dress, for there were to be two figures in 
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the drawing. It would mean ten dollars if he sold 
it to Life or some of the Sunday papers. That 
would keep them a fortnight, and if he sold one 
why not more? 

It was not in them to be doleful, though the 
morning was a quiet one. As the drawing pro- 
gressed, however, their spirits rose steadily, and 
they grew fairly hilarious when he dashed in the 
last pen-stroke. It was a very bad drawing indeed, 
which Donald could see as far as his knowledge 
went, but then, one came across poorer stuff in 
the papers every day, and the joke was good enough 
to carry it. 

He took it down to the Life office himself next 
morning, and was told to call at the end of the week 
for a decision. Agnes cheerfully posed for another 
joke, a trifling sketch in outline, but better work 
than the other, and this he hopefully despatched to 
a second weekly journal. The first drawing was 
politely returned to him in due time, and he carried 
it to another place, while of the second sketch he 
heard never a word. 

Every day, as his understanding deepened, DoneJd 
woke with increased ardour to the work he had chosen, 
and already he could measure a great gain. He 
knew that in making his choice he had responded 
to an irresistible call, and that to give it up would 
be to deny the best that life could hold for him. 
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But he could not avoid seeing that a few more 
weeks would bring them to a struggle — and his 
word was passed to his uncle. 

Agnes was trying hard to be patient and hopeful, 
but she had little food for encouragement. Mrs. 
Rutger's silence was still unbroken. One lady 
wrote to say that she was giving up her house 
for the winter, or she would be only too happy 
to place it at Miss Bennett's disposal; another 
wrote that sickness^ prevented her from giving 
the matter attention; a third, that she was too 
busy with a charity affair on hand to undertake 
anything else, but later it would give her much 
pleasure to do what she could for Miss Bennett; 
and the fourth neither wrote nor called. Grown 
desperate at last, she determined to get some word 
from Mrs. Rutger. There was a touch of snow in 
the air on the day when she reached this decision, 
and she walked in the park till, with rosy cheeks 
and dancing blood, she felt equal to the task of 
capturing Mrs. Rutger's interest anew, and planned 
her campaign as she went. But Mrs. Rutger was 
not at home, and Agnes had to leave her card and 
come away, her exhilaration ebbing with the disap- 
pointment. 

Before many days were over, however, the janitor 
poked a heavy blue envelope under the door, and 
Agnes knew the imposing white monogram for 
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Mrs. Rutger's, Black head and brown bent over 
her letter. It said in a few courteous words that 
the writer hoped that Miss Bennett had not thought 
her careless or forgetful, that she was just emerging 
from a six weeks' mourning, and until now had 
not been able to make any plans for the proposed 
musicales. She would ask Miss Bennett to come 
and see her when anything definite had been 
arranged, and that, she hoped, would be soon. 

"There, Don, you see how we've misjudged 
her. Vm sure that's a kind note." 

" What's a six weeks' mourning for ? Is it any- 
thing real ? " 

"Why, I really don't know. But I think the 
tide is going to turn now, don't you ? " 

" If it doesn't turn soon. Lamb, you'll be bleat- 
ing on the way home. We shan't have much left 
after we pay the rent for December, and the gas 
bill, and my tuition. I shall work only half a day 
upstairs this month and do still-lifes down here in 
the afternoon." 

" I'll sit for you whenever you want me," Agnes 
offered. 

" Heaven forbid ! You're to be off singing, so 
full of engagements you can't look at me ! " 

" Oh, I hope so, Don ! " she returned, her lips 
tremulous. 

It was soon after this that the newest student 
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gave a treat, and Donald came down at noon to 
announce the fact and extend a warning. " I meant 
to tell you last time to look out for tin spoons on 
the sidewalk." 

" Now what new prank ?'* 

" Well, you see we've been buying tin plates 
and spoons with the treats lately, and when we're 
done we drop the spoons out of the window and 
then bet on whether they'll be carried east or west. 
It was funny to see how few people could resist the 
temptation to pick 'em up, but it wasn't so funny 
when I saw you coming along. I knew if your 
eye once lighted on a spoon you'd disgrace me then 
and there. But you sailed along with your head 
held up, and I saw it was all right unless you 
kicked it." 

" Fortunately I didn't ! I'm afraid I should 
have pounced on it if I had. Those spoons always 
come in handy about the cooking. Now, of course, 
I'll be on my guard." 

In consideration of the season, a huge plum 
pudding had been provided as the crowning feature 
of the treat that day, and when two of the boys 
attempted to smuggle it out of the room, the rest 
dashed after them in hot pursuit. The pudding 
was soon recaptured, and with it borne triumphantly 
aloft the class was noisily parading back to the life- 
room. They were brought to a standstill by a 
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figure coming toward them down the dark hall. 
Strays were not uncommon in these mazy passages, 
and the class halted in anticipation of the stranger's 
request. 

" Will you be good enough to tell me which is 
Mr. Charles Barlow's door ? " he asked, looking 
from one riotous feaster to the other. He was a 
well-dressed young fellow of eighteen or more, and 
carried a 'cello under his arm. 

" Certainly, just follow me," responded Pickles, 
with instant readiness. A wicked gleam was in his 
eye as he jauntily caught up the pink apron over 
his arm. Stepping forward, he briskly led the way 
up the stairs, and after stopping to throw open the 
door of the deserted liferoom, he bowed the 
stranger in. The others followed and the door 
was shut. 

The stranger paused in surprise at the unexpected 
interior disclosed. Pickles handed him a chair in a 
matter-of-fact way, however, and he dazedly took it. 

"Is Mr. Barlow — " he began. 

" Mr. Barlow is not here this morning, but I 
always have charge in his absence. I see you were 
not expecting to find such a large establishment. 
It is run on rather an expansive scale. When the 
place is in full blast we have dancing, music and 
painting going on at once, and behind the screen 
there are a few private pupils making poetry. We 
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have all the art^ combined, — hearing, seeing, tast- 
ing, feeling and smelling. Perhaps you noticed the 
oculist's and dentist's places on the street floor? 
They are run in connection with the academy, — 
seeing and feeling, those are ! The tasting is now 
going on^ you observe." This nonsense was glibly 
delivered and garnished with lofty gestures ; though 
well punctuated by suspicious snorts from the class, 
it drew no sign of resentment from the stranger. 
Hia voice was perfectly quiet as he rose to go. 

" I had an appointment with Mr. Barlow, but as 
long as he isn't here I won't wait. I'm afraid I'm 
keeping you from your luncheon," he added politely, 
his eye falling on a near-by student who was gnaw- 
ing a drumstick. 

" Not at all, not at all," his tormentor said airily, 
delighted with the impression he felt that he had 
made. He gave a deft backward kick to a boy that 
was rolling in ecstasy on the floor, and went on 
with his foolery. "This is a little recess for my 
dear pupils; they usually go through an etiquette 
drill at this hour, but they will do all the better 
to-morrow. All work and no hay makes a dull 
horse, they say. The only drawback is that they 
are stufiing in twice as much as usual. Perhaps if 
you'll let me hear your repertory I can eat and 
'tend to them, and give you my undivided atten- 
tion at tjie same time." 
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"You'll have to excuse me," the stranger said 
shortly. 

" Oh, most certainly, my dear lad ; I should want 
to get some idea of the style of music you are 
accustomed to, before I go on with you." 

" I am here to see Mr. Barlow — " was the cold 
response. 

" His interests are mine, I assure you. And 
between you and me," he lowered his voice confi- 
dentially, "when he goes off like this there's no 
telling when he'll be back. Sometimes it's days, 
sometimes weeks." 

" He has never missed giving me a lesson," the 
other protested, with indignation. 

" Sir, I am thankful to hear he's been faithful to 
one duty ; we have lost several pupils through his 
carelessness," was the shameless rejoinder. . " And 
now I should like to hear something you have been 
studying recently." So saying. Pickles seated him- 
self cross-legged on the coal-bunker. 

The fly looked daggers at the spider and tightened 
his arm over his 'cello. 

" I won't stop to take a lesson now," he said 
firmly, and, bowing, turned to walk out. 

Haifa dozen young giants slipped between him 
and the door, and confronted him with folded arms 
and immovable faces. He whirled furiously around 
to the leader. 
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" But, my dear sir, this is really very irregular," 
said Pickles, coming forward with an air of humble 
remonstrance. " You came here for a lesson, and a 
lesson you must have, though it can't begin till 
I have seen how you play. I trust that Mr. Barlow 
hasn't had to wrestle with your contrary spirit 
every time." 

" Mr. Barlow never saw this place ! " the other 
burst out hotly. "You have carried your joke 
through very well ; now will you be good enough 
to open the door ? " 

Pickles shook his head with a troublecf frown. 
" Dear, dear, this is a sad piece of work ! Rice, 
will you kindly read us the primary rule of the 
establishment ? " 

The student addressed made a vain effort to con- 
trol his voice, and failing, ducked his head down on 
his arms and sat shaking helplessly. 

" I feared for the effect of this example on the 
school, but you see they are all deeply moved. 
Baker, can you instruct this misguided youth ? " 

Baker went over to a corner and picked up a 
large drawing-board. There was a prize drawing 
pinned on it, but that did not show. " Rule I.," 
he drawled impressively, " no pupil shall be allowed 
to leave the room alive unless he has performed his 
appointed task." 

Pickles's long, thin face drew down in longer 



146 The Bennett Twins 

lines. " I hoped it would not be necessary to 
refer to the skeletons below, but it may be well to 
remark that that business is also run in connection 
with our school/* he said sadly. " My advice 
would be to sit down quietly and turn your music 
loose. As the poet so tenderly remarks, *The 
sooner it's over, the sooner to sleep.'" 

Cries of ^^ Tune up the dog-house ! " now rose 
from the liitherto silent crowd, and the stranger 
found himself seated in a chair and his 'cello 
divested, of its wrappings almost before he realized 
it. His eyes blazed angrily, and his hands trembled 
as he drew the bow across the strings with one 
diS'cordant sweep. The grinning circle about him 
cneered wildly, and commented, in audible asides, 
on the beauty of his execution. 

" How can I play when I'm stirred up like this ! " 
he exclaimed, and despairingly threw himself back 
in his chair. 

" There speaks the artist ! " Pickles cried. "How 
often do I say to my boys that genius jarred is genius 
marred ! Compose yourself for a while, my friend, 
and we will go on with our repast. Food for 
your beloved preceptor, boys." 

Under ordinary circumstances Pickles would have 
had to forage for himself, and possibly have found 
but crumbs for his share; but the diversion he was 
supplying for others made them considerate of 
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his appetite, whetted by long delay. At last the 
pudding — innocent cause of the stranger's distress 
— was turned out of its mould on a fresh sheet of 
drawing-paper, and a chorus of smacks went up as 
the boys gathered around it. 

"Here's a clean palette-knife to cut it with," 
some one offered. 

"That'll only mangle it; wait a minute and I'll 
get a carving-knife," Donald said, starting for the 
door. 

" How shall we cut it — the way of its crimps or 
the way of the grain ? " asked the giver of the treat, 
hanging over the fluted brown richness with a judi- 
cial air. 

Some were for one method, some for another, 
and one student remarked with more greed than 
grace that it " went against the grain " to cut it at 
all, and they had better raffle it. 

"You must save a piece for your new school- 
mate, boys," Pickles was beginning in his mincing 
tones, when he wheeled sharply around. 

The chair was empty ! Victim, 'cello, bag, and 
all had vanished. 

" Well, you fellows are the softest ! Couldn't 
one of you stand guard ? " 

" He was your game ; why didn't you keep an 
eye on him ? " was the retort, as they made a rush 
for the stairs. 
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It was unwritten law in the liferoom that the 
class should unite against outsiders, except, an 
amendment provided, when golden opportunity 
offered one student the means of duping the others ; 
and as Donald had crossed to where their prey was 
savagely clutching his 'cello, it had seemed to him 
a pretty scheme to foil the boys. He felt, too, 
that they had had fun enough out of this one hap- 
less stranger, and his own ordeal at the hands of 
the class was still fresh enough in his mind to give 
him a fellow-feeling. 

So, as he came opposite and met a sullen glare, 
he winked and nodded slightly toward the door. 
In an instant the 'cellist was beside him and they 
crept out, expecting to hear a wild whoop at their 
backs. Donald hoped that the key would be in the 
door, so that he could fasten it after him, but it was 
gone, and they rushed on downstairs. They were 
scarcely at the next floor and some distance away 
from Mr. Barlow's room, when the boys poured 
out of the studio pell-mell. Not daring to risk the 
'cello or take chance of capture by racing against 
them, Donald swiftly drew his charge through the 
crooked ways till they came to the central staircase, 
and by this means reached the floor below. And 
now Donald would have made for his room, but he 
heard voices ahead of him and behind him, and he 
knew the boys were scouring the halls. In another 
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instant they would be discovered. They were 
opposite the grotto, and without ceremony he thrust 
his helpless follower into its moist depths. As a 
searching party turned the corner, Donald peered 
into the hiding-place and then started to hurry on. 
Hello ! have you found him ? " he cried. 
Nobody's seen him. Funny you didn't hear 
him behind you, Bennett," one of them said. 

" No one has passed me, and I came out first," 
Donald said truthfully. " Look on the upper land- 
ing, ril be getting the knife." 

They hurried on, and when he had made sure 
that the coast was clear and thrown a word of warn- 
ing to Agnes, Donald pulled the poor damp fugitive 
into safety. 






CHAPTER XIII 

A NEW ELEMENT 

** Yet if your catalogue be fii' 
I'se no insist ; 
But gif ye want a friend that's true, 
I'm on your list." 

TOO engrossed in rescuing the stranger to 
heed the agonized appeal Agnes sent after 
him, Donald had popped his head in the 
door to announce a caller and the next instant 
was speeding down the hall, little recking that he 
broke in on one of those " grand clean-ups " whose 
untimeliness his twin had so darkly foretold. With 
true housewifely thoroughness she had removed the 
groceries and dishes from the broad lower shelf, 
distributing them carefully about the floor, and had 
then climbed up to reach the higher shelves. 
Startled by Don and knowing a visitor at hand, 
she was scrambling down, when, missing the chair 
she had climbed by, she plumped into a little half- 
barrel, nearly emptied of flour, that stood close 
by the shelf She twisted round to the door, 
unharmed, but unable to free herself, just as Don 
ushered in his new acquaintance. Fortunately or 
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otherwise, the long cloth on the table in front of her 
screened the calamity from their notice. 

" Agnes," Donald began, in the hushed tones of 
caution, " this is Mr. — " 

Perry Hamlen," supplied the other, bowing. 
Mr. Perry Hamlen. This is my sister, and my 
name is Donald Bennett. Mr. Hamlen is a pupil 
of Mr. Barlow's, Agnes ; but, like dozens of others, 
he lost his way in the hall and is going to rest here 
a few minutes before he starts back. I warn you 
both to speak softly, for the ventilator carries every 
sound and Big Charlie's nerves are all on edge 
to-day." 

" Big Charlie is the janitor," Agnes explained in 
answer to the puzzled stare. " But, of course, my 
brother is joking." 

" Not a bit of it." Don shook his head at Perry 
as steps passed the door. "Well, I must run 
upstairs with the knife." Then he went on, in 
loud, cheery tones, "I'll be down again in a 
minute," and slipped out, unsuspicious of Agnes's 
predicament. 

Perry Hamlen's eyes turned gratefully after him. 
A moment earlier the prospect of being ridiculed 
before a girl seemed inevitable. But Agnes, thus 
deserted, gaped in consternation. Then her head 
went back with a light toss, the soft curves of 
her lips set themselves in firmer lines. The situa- 
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don was awkward but not hopeless ; it might be 
carried by a bold hand, the girl decided, if a few 
minutes were to bring it to an end. 

"You might not guess from appearances," she 
began, speaking calmly from her prison, " that I am 
clearing up here this afternoon. I meant to have it 
settled before this." 

" I hope you won't let me bother you," he 
returned, in the low tone Don had recommended. 

She eyed him with curiosity, wondering if joke 
or earnest lay behind his mysterious manner. 
"You won't mind if I go on with my work? 
Please sit down," she added, as he hesitated by 
the chair Don had handed him. 

Anchored as she was, there was little scope for 
action, but she poured the coffee from its tin canis- 
ter into a glass jar, making a great show of business. 
Next she gave a scientific little twirl to the top of 
every bag within reach, till a neat row of giant 
torpedoes was ranged the length of the table. She 
fought with her dimples for gravity under the 
stranger's attentive gaze, and still Donald did not 
return. Driven to the last resource, she caught up 
a bag of beans and ladled them out by minute 
handfuls into a pitcher, after a glance of helpless 
covetousness at the bean-pot just beyond her 
reach. 

" Mr. Barlow must be a fine teacher," she said. 
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" We're always listening to his playing." The red 
ran into his face, and she chattered on, thinking to 
relieve his embarrassment. " I don't believe he 
guesses how large an audience he has. Even in the 
life class you could hear a pin drop while he's play- 
ing, though the boys tease him enough between 
times." 

There was a little pause, while Agnes desper- 
ately prayed that the beans might support her till 
relief should come. 

"Is the life class in the large room on the top 
floor?" Perry Hamlen ventured. 

Agnes smiled. " Yes, you must have come on 
it if you wandered about the halls. That's where 
my brother is studying." 

"Just what do they do there?" he enquired, 
attempting an air of unconcern. " It seemed a 
curious sort of place." 

" Why, they paint and draw from a model when 
they're not larking. Perhaps they were larking 
when you looked in on them ? " 

" I think they must have been ! " The emphasis 
of his rejoinder made Agnes laugh. 

" Now, what could they have been up to ? 
Some idiotic thing, I know. They're the greatest 
lot of monkeys when they get started, and I remem- 
ber it's a treat day." 

" They were rather uproarious, I thought, but I 
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didn't know it was a special treat day manner. 
Does that cover a multitude of foolishnesses ? " 
he asked, and smiled for the first time in an hour. 

Donald bounced in just then and looked his 
surprise at seeing Agnes still at the table. 

" Whew ! this is a gay old room ! " he exclaimed, 
conscious at last of the confusion. " Don't you 
want to let it go now, and draw the curtains, 
Agnes ? " 

" In just a minute, Don," she answered, with as 
distressed a grimace as she dared attempt. " Will 
you move the sugar-jar into the corner behind me? " 

"It belongs in the other corner," he said obtusely, 
and walked away from her little ruse. Then he 
twitched the curtain over from the side. " Now 
come and sit down. I don't believe our visitor 
cares to study our housekeeping any longer." 

" Indeed, you mustn't let me make any differ- 
ence," the latter protested. " It's kind of you to 
let me in at all." 

" I should be glad to sit down, but alas, I must 
own that I'm caught in a trap," Agnes faltered, 
raising a hot little face. " Don, you'll have to 
come and help me out," she ended, at once 
ashamed and relieved to have her plight discovered. 

He hurried over, to fall back, bent with laughter. 
" What a day this is ! " he gasped. " We go from 
one situatioq to another ! " 
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" Open, in the king's name ! " cried an imperative 
voice at the door, in accents striking all the amuse- 
ment from the boys' faces. 

At a motion from Donald, the fugitive tiptoed 
behind the curtain. The girl's eyes were round with 
amazement, and he returned her gaze with one of 
equal wonder at finding her dignity supported by a 
barrel. He was about to be horribly embarrassed 
when Agnes's hands went up to her face, and they 
fell into fits of smothered laughter. Meanwhile 
Don parleyed at the door. 

"We've a warrant to search your rooms, Ben- 
nett," Pickles said. " We suspect you're dealing in 
treason." 

" Sorry I can't let you see for yourselves ; my 
sister's here," said Don, coolly. 

" Oh, come, you remember we saw her go down 
the street over an hour ago. Hand over your 
prisoner, Bennett." 

"You'll have to excuse me," he rejoined, not 
yielding an inch. " My sister has just rolled off 
the shelf where she was reclining, into the flour- 
barrel, and we can't be too thankful that she escaped 
serious injury." 

An incredulous groan greeted the announcement. 

" Indeed, it's only too true," Agnes called out at 
this juncture. " And the sooner he is free to rescue 
me, the sooner I shall be comfortable." 
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Chuckling over the hint, the searching party fell 
back, their apologies dying away in the distance. 

"And now," said Donald, when Perry Hamlen 
had come out from his hiding-place, " this is one of 
the times when flowers should blush unseen." 

With the words, he drew the curtains and slipped 
behind them to release his luckless twin. But they 
were in a gale of laughter by this time, and it was 
several minutes before she was able to creep out in 
a white cloud that set them coughing. Don shook 
and brushed her as well as he could, and finally led 
her out with a flourish. 

" Haste makes waste," he said ruefully, when she 
had accounted for her mishap. " There must have 
been as many as three or four quarts of flour in 
there. The thing that convinces me my sister's a 
genius, Mr. Hamlen, is the way she is always tum- 
bling into just such scrapes as this." 

" Mr. Hamlen will think us all crazy," Agnes 
said, brushing away at her skirts. "He hasn't 
much of an opinion of your life class, Donald, 
and I'd like to know why they're tracking him 
around like this." 

Donald let his voice sink to an impressive whis- 
per. "The fact is, Mr. Hamlen is a Nihilist, 
Agnes. Don't start, he hasn't a bomb about him, 
though the boys suspect his 'cello case is stuflFed 
with them, and — " 
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" I'm not going to have your sister believe that 
of me," broke in the other, uncomfortably. " I 
shall begin to think you are crazy if you reel off 
another yarn. The fact is. Miss Bennett, the life 
class were having a little fun at my expense, and 
would probably be having it now, if your brother 
hadn't smuggled me out. I can't be too grateful to 
him for it." 

Don's lips twitched. He dared not look up 
for a minute, but when he spoke his voice was 
steady. " Oh, they wouldn't have done anything. 
You might not think it, but all they wanted was to 
hear some good music. They'd have dropped all 
their nonsense if you had sat down and played your 
handsomest." 

Perry Hamlen's eyebrows went up in an 
incredulous peak. " But suppose my handsomest 
hadn't satisfied them ? " 

"There wouldn't have been any trouble about 
that. No fellow guys another when he's doing his 
best." 

" And that was all that the tall, thin-faced chap 
was driving at ? " 

" Pickles, the irrepressible Pickles ! " Agnes mur- 
mured. " What did he say ? " 

" Why, he rattled off a lot of stuff about keeping 
an academy with Mr. Barlow, and for the first 
second it was all so pat and sober that I didn't 
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dare suspect him ; but when he got down to the 
poets and dentists and the rest of it, of course I saw 
it all. I suppose it was fun for you fellows," he 
added resentfully. 

The Bennett twins kept their laughter within the 
bounds of discretion, but even politeness could not 
subdue them utterly. 

" They were laughing as much at Pickles as at 
you," Don said brokenly. 

" And so are we now," Agnes put in, with wet 
eyes. " By and by you'll see how funny it is, when 
the soreness wears off." 

" I never knew them to go outside of the class 
for their fun but once before, but when they get 
started there's little can stop them," Donald said. 
" Last week they enticed a young fellow in from the 
school across the way, and his class had to ransom 
him with a whole bunch of bananas." 

" I should think the police could put a stop to 
it," Perry Hamlen said, with decision. 

The twins stared with dropping jaws. 

"It isn't exactly that kind of a thing ; it's meant 
in joke and it's generally taken in joke," Don dryly 
explained. " I suppose it's hard for a stranger to 
adjust his mind to it, and I don't think they have 
any business to bother outsiders ; but they don't 
mean any real mischief, and take them right through 
they're a pretty white lot of fellows." 
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He went on to tell of his own experiences at their 
hands, and had Perry grinning broadly by the time 
the story of his treat was reached. His listener 
waxed indignant over the attack on Agnes, but 
admitted in honesty that it was a mistake for 
which the boys had handsomely apologized. And 
then the twins artfully led him back to his own 
adventures, till he fell to chuckling over Pickles's 
absurdities. 

" I suppose neither of you would have taken it 
so seriously," he said, " but I'm not used to any- 
thing like that. The people I know always say 
what they mean or else they don't say anything." 
He laughed a little. " I can see now that it would 
be more interesting if they would vary it once in a 
while, but I can't imagine their doing it." 

" Perhaps we all do too much of it here ; you get 
into the habit with people who understand it," Agnes 
said. " It's convenient when you don't want to tell 
the real reason or answer a question, and yet don't 
like to be short. Now, of course I knew from 
Don's rubbish about the Nihilist that he couldn't 
tell me the real reason, and I hope you understood 
that I wasn't truly reclining on any shelf when I 
rolled into the flour-barrel. Pickles knew it was 
the shortest way of saying it. Though I didn't see 
any need of telling Pickles at all, Don," she added 
reproachfully. 
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" Oh, that was too rich ! You didn't expect to 
keep that to yourself? It's a wonder he didn't 
dash up for his palette; he's crazy to paint you, 
and this would have been his chance." 

The visitor stared and then smiled. " How easy 
it comes to you to say things like that ! But do 
they all paint portraits in your school, or different 
kinds of pictures ? " he asked curiously. " What 
are you painting now, for instance ? I hope you 
don't mind my asking; I'm awfully interested." 

" Oh, no, of course not ! " Don got up and 
went over to a corner. " Here's a still-life I was 
working on the other day," he said, bringing out a 
canvas on which the rich metallic purples of a cab- 
bage and the deep yellow tones of a bunch of 
turnips were roughly suggested. " Unfortunately 
we were reduced to boiling the cabbage for supper 
last night, so I can't go any further." 

Perry Hamlen's newly roused sense was on the 
alert. A broad smile overspread his face. " Your 
brother has a ready wit," he said, in genial apprecia- 
tion to Agnes, who resolutely kept her eyes from 
meeting Don's. " And do you paint too ? " the 
stranger pursued, wondering to hear himself ask 
questions of a girl. But this was not the kind of 
girl he was used to, or rather, never could get used 
to. The kind he met at the dancing-class, or 
bowed to when he drove in the park, or avoided 
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on the avenue, reduced him to awkward misery. 
That kind of girl looked through him with stony 
eyes and a smile that did not count, but this one's 
dark eyes danced, and every little curl seemed full 
of life and mischief. He had never seen a girl in a 
long blue apron before, but he decided that if it had 
anything to do with making Bennett's sister so jolly, 
he would vote for a uniform at once. 

"I'm only studying art at second hand," she 
said, with a frank laugh. "That means I know 
very little about pictures, but I am learning a 
great deal from hearing the boys talk, in seeing 
what they are after and how near they can come 
to it." 

" I shouldn't have minded playing for them if I 
had dreamed that was all they wanted. I'd like 
to do it first-rate," the visitor said, returning to the 
earlier topic. "In fact, I'd mind it so little that I 
don't need to hide here any longer." 

"Well, they'll probably give you a chance to 
play to them if you are coming here for your les- 
sons, and it will be rather a joke on them if you are 
eager for it." 

" Yes, it was such a queer old place I'd like to 
see the inside of it again." 

" I'll take you up there any evening, if you'd like 
it," Donald offered. " I keep the key, and we have 
great times after everybody's gone. And I'm sure 
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my sister and I would appreciate your playing as 
much as the others." 

"Thank you, I'll bring my * dog-house' down 
sometime," he said, smiling. " But I don't go out 
much evenings, except to a concert or the opera 
with my grandmother. Perhaps you will play for 
me too ? I see you have a banjo and guitar 
there." 

" Don't talk of those in the same breath with 
your 'cello. My sister's singing will bear mention, 
though." 

Perry Hamlen turned on Agnes triumphantly. 
" There, I knew you did something besides — " he 
hesitated. 

" Besides stand around in barrels and clutter up 
a room ? Thank you, I'm glad I bear evidence of 
something better." 

" Your brother spoke of your being a genius, you 
know," he defended himself 

"Now you're taking him too seriously again," 
she warned. " But I should like to try something 
to a 'cello accompaniment; I'm tired of the fiddling 
little music we make." 

" I'll come down the first evening I can get 
away," he promised. "You see, we have quite a 
late dinner, and then my grandmother likes her 
game of whist or dominoes, or I have to play to 
her or her friends if they come in, until it's too 
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late to go anywhere. I haven't many friends, so I 
might as well do that as anything." 

"Your grandmother won't care very much about 
your making new ones, when she hears how you've 
been treated to-day," Agnes mischievously suggested. 

" I don't believe I shall tell her about the life 
class," he said slowly. " I don't think she would 
appreciate it, and it is too funny to be wasted, isn't 
it?" 

" It is ! " Don fervently responded, and they fell 
to laughing again. 

" I'll tell her about you, though, and I think 
she'd be awfully pleased if you would come up and 
see us. And I say," he took Don's hand in a 
warm grasp, " I'm awfully obliged to you for get- 
ting me out of a hole. I hope I haven't made a 
nuisance of myself, Miss Bennett. I'm going now, 
and run the risk of being hauled back. I hope you 
won't suffer anything for befriending me." 

He was at the door, his eyes taking in every 
detail of disorder and bareness as he stood there, 
but he left them with a reluctance that was evident. 
Agnes hastily resumed her interrupted work and 
Donald tuned his banjo in diligent silence. Not a 
word passed between them until they made sure 
that the strangely won acquaintance had reached the 
street. Then they burst into a duet of comment, 
question, and explanation. 
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" Oh, Don, Don ! wasn't it the richest sight to 
see his face as the humour of the thing dawned on 
him ? It's pathetic not to know a joke when you 
meet it any better than he does. But what a weird 
place he must have thought our room ! " 

" That flour-barrel was a very nice touch, Agnes. 
You have a natural dramatic sense that's too much 
for you at times." 

" How can you ? As if the room itself wasn't 
enough to astound a stranger ! They'd say down 
in Maine it ^ looked as if it was goin' to ride out.' " 

" I wanted to howl when I came back and found 
you sorting out those beans, like a clerk behind a 
counter, but if I had known what you knew, or you 
had known what I knew, we couldn't have kept 
from roaring then and there." 

" You weren't exactly kind about the barrel, Don, 
but the situation was rather overpowering. Now tell 
me what else you know, and what possible excuse 
the boys had for pitching into a harmless stranger." 

Don sat down on the couch to unfold the tale with 
fullest efiect. " I found out when I went upstairs 
what angel we were entertaining. Perry Hamlen 
is the petted heir to two-thirds of New York." 

" Donald ! " 

"Well, not quite that, perhaps, but his grand- 
mother, who keeps him tied to her, is worth be- 
tween six and eight millions, and the bulk of it 
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will be his. They say he never goes round with 
any of the fellows, and you could see that in some 
ways he's like a kid of fourteen. It seems that 
Pickles knows him by sight, and thought they'd 
get a little fun out of grandma's pride. He didn't 
expect to run up against anything as solid as young 
Hamlen's grit." 

" Well, well ! That accounts for his mind 
working so slowly. Ha, ha ! when I think of the 
way this place looked ! But there must be some- 
thing more to him, Donald, or he wouldn't care 
for his music as he does." 

Yes, he really seems a pretty good sort." 
But, oh, he does need educating ! What a life 
he must lead — no friends, no jokes, everything 
always the same ! He'll find diversion enough here 
to make up, though." 

" If he ever comes again. His grandmother may 
counterbalance the interest I could see we aroused.'* 

" I expect to see him to-morrow ! " Agnes de- 
clared emphatically. " It was plain that we rapped 
his attention on the knuckles." 

" My dear Miss Bennett ! You really must have 
a curtain-call on that," Don cried in admiration. 
Taking her hand he led her to the pantry corner, 
threw back the curtains, and they bowed with airy 
grace to the insensible dishes, and to each other, 
and backed, still bowing, into the room again. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

THE INSTALMENT OF ADELAIDE 

** The people inside were setting the platters 
And chairs and tables and such like matters. 
And making the beds and getting the tea. 
Jack and dear Jill, with a saucer for me." 

AGNES was right about Perry Hamlen. 
Never in a life of languid interests had 
he started so broad awake with enjoyment. 
The second day after his adventure he succeeded in 
reaching Mr. Barlow's door without mishap, if not 
altogether without a secret regret for his safety ; and 
the hearty stamp of enthusiasm overhead, punctu- 
ating their hour of music, brought a glow to his 
cheeks. " Good boy, Charley Barley ! " reached 
them through the walls in one clarion voice. 

The musician shrugged his shoulders. "The 
only way is not to mind them ; as long as they 
keep still while I play, it is enough." 

This time the Bennetts' small quarters were in 
spotless order, and Agnes demurely answered 
Perry's knock with unruffled brow and manner. 
For a few minutes she held up a barrier of unex- 
pected' dignity between them, teasing him into 
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embarrassment from behind it; then her eyes 
crinkled at the corners and her dimples took the 
field, and Perry was glad he had come. Donald 
soon joined them. Having neither dignity nor 
dimples to display, a simple cordiality was all his 
art. The minutes went by without bringing any 
of those queer little surprises Perry had antici- 
pated; and he would have gone away from a 
call that lacked the piquant flavour of his first, if 
the smell of burning leather had not thrust itself 
upon their notice, suddenly and with unpleasant 
insistence. 

" Agnes, you're at it again ! " cried Don. In- 
terpreting her look of guilt, he dashed aside the 
screen, threw open the door of the gas stove, and, 
choking in the strong smoke, drew out a pair of 
scorched and smouldering boots. He held them 
up without a word. 

" I was afraid I should forget them," Agnes mur- 
mured, deep in shame. " They got so wet in the 
grotto I put them in the oven to dry.'' 

" They are quite dry," Don said gently ; " shall I 
put them away for you ? " 

She ran to open the windows. " Please take 
them outside," she gasped. 

Halfway to the door he encountered Perry's look 
of gratified amusement, and all three burst into peals 
of laughter. 
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" So glad to be able to do this little thing for 
him," Agnes said when Perry had gone; "but I 
wish I had chosen something besides my only 
strong walking boots. My others are nearly worn 
through, and my low shoes won't do for street wear." 

" Oh, well, you'll probably hear from Mrs. Rutger 
before the others are gone. Still, it is unfortunate. 
But never mind, we diverted the heir apparent." 

Two nights later Perry came down to the studio 
for the promised concert, and they had a long even- 
ing of delicious melody. Perry played as the twins 
had hoped he might, tenderly, understandingly, 
regardful of all the colour a tone may convey. 
Agnes set her voice to match his music until the 
air was rich with sweet vibrations. The wonder 
was that they had the liferoom to themselves. 
Afterwards it was a great satisfaction to Perry to 
wander about the long room, gazing with awe on 
" Pickles's " canvas, laughing at the grotesque cari- 
catures on the walls, and peering behind the screen 
where the manufacture of select poetry was said to 
be going on that memorable day. From the 
skeletons at the door to the skylight in the big 
studio, everything was wrapped in the glamour of 
the unusual for him, each least word the twins let 
fall was treasured as a pearl of thought. 

" We're his Baker ! " Agnes said, in a flash of 
divination. 
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He invited them to hear "Tannhauser" with 
him one afternoon, and he was down the fol- 
lowing day to say that his grandmother would be 
glad to see them at dinner if Thursday week would 
suit them. It did, and with this assurance Perry 
reluctantly took himself off. They found he had 
been there Sunday afternoon while they were at 
vespers, for Little Charlie was on hand to report 
the call. 

" His grandmother must have been having a nap," 
Don suggested, smiling over the news. 

He was back in another day or two, this time dis- 
covering Agnes in great distress of mind over the 
unruliness of the rice she was cooking for supper. 
It had run all over the stove, and she scooped it up 
in cupfuls and caught it in bowls as it bubbled down 
the sides of the steamer. 

" Come," she called at his knock, and he stepped 
in, his round face pleasantly expectant. She laughed 
aloud at sight of him. " I might have known it 
would be you ! No one else ever finds me out in 
these silly things. People know me for years with- 
out guessing that my brain sags down at one side 
so that Pm no good at practicalities. Don only calls 
me a genius to redeem me from utter contempt." 

Perry's hat and stick were laid on the table and 
his gloves came off in a hurry. " Can't I help you 
there?" he asked. "It looks as if it might take 
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two to keep up with that stuff at the rate it's going. 
What are you making?" 

" How comfortably you put it ! Don would say, 
* At it again ! ' and I'd have to own it. Perhaps he 
won't know it, now you've come. If you'll just get 
another cup from the closet. One would think I 
was catering for the life class." 

" Oh, well, you couldn't know it would turn out 
this way. Queer how it acts ! " 

"Couldn't I! I'll have to confess that I've 
cooked it dozens of times, and to-day I just hap- 
pened to forget it wasn't like peas or potatoes. 
Everybody knows that rice swells like this; it's the 
standing joke on young housekeepers." 

Between them they reduced the unmanageable 
rice to submission, and then Perry fussed happily 
over the stove with a palette-knife, scraping up 
every grain that might betray the accident to 
Donald. 

" You needn't mind as much as that," Agnes said, 
watching him at work. " I shall probably tell Don 
myself before we've finished our rice. Oh, you 
poor thing ! " she exclaimed involuntarily, as he 
looked up with merry eyes. 

" Now what do you mean by that ? " he queried, 
getting out the dust-pan and brush with a house- 
wifely air. 

" I didn't mean to say it," Agnes admitted, blush- 
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ing a little ; " but I couldn't help pitying you when 
I saw what a good time you were having over a 
thing like that. It speaks volumes for the dulness 
of your days." 

" I didn't know they were dull until the boys got 
hold of me the other day," he said earnestly. " I 
hadn't a single real pleasure except my music. I 
don't care much for the people I know, and I can't 
have a horse because my grandmother thinks I'd 
abuse it, or a bicycle because I'd break my neck. 
Not a wildly exciting life, is it ? I hope you don't 
mind my coming here so often ? " he went on. 
" I didn't mean to get into the habit, but already 
I feel as if I hadn't been home if I skip a day, 
and I always learn that life is a little bit funnier 
every time I come." 

" Life isn't so awfully funny," Agnes said slowly. 
" I suppose if it were we'd stop fooling and cry for 
a contrast." 

" I don't believe you can cry. You're the first 
girl I ever saw that didn't look as if she knew 
how ! " he declared, his tone betraying such whole- 
sale interest that she laughed in open banter. 

" Don't have too much faith. You'll find me at 
it some black day," she made answer, her dimples 
to the fore. 

It was in the nature of things that he should walk 
in on them at supper another evening, just as Don 
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tipped out on the table — scrubbed to a reassuring 
whiteness — a panful of feather-weight muffins, to 
be eaten hot, with jam. The room was steamy from 
the cooking vegetables, there was no table-cloth or 
dainty china; dishes and cutlery, save for an incon- 
gruous elegance or two brought from home, were 
of the humblest, and supper was served from the 
kettles in which it had been cooked. Don, more- 
over, persisted in setting these down beside him on 
the floor when they were emptied — a nightly habit 
that now met his sister's frown. But their guest 
fairly gloated over every short-coming and ate with 
a gusto that could not have been assumed. 

"This is a dreadful example for you," the girl 
sighed, watching him. " There isn't another studio 
in the building where they eat in this heathenish 
way, I believe ; but the niceties we lack are not for- 
gotten, only necessarily ignored." 

"Yes, you should see the Howe sisters at sup- 
per," Don said tranquilly ; "they have a little round 
table with a little white cloth, and little dishes for 
serving everything, and they even get up and 
remove the plates between courses." 

" It's a waste of time ; I like this way better," 
Perry said stoutly, reaching for a fourth muffin. 
" I'll bet they don't make such cakes as these, if 
they do have all the fripperies." 

" Well, Millet would have chosen us , — Millet, 
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the great French painter, you know," Don returned. 
" He adored * industrious, rustic, down-trodden 
poverty,' and we could have satisfied him, even to 
the rustic." 

Before the twins realized it. Perry had become an 
institution. His daily presence was as much to be 
counted on as that of the milk-boy, or the round 
and rosy little German woman with fresh vegetables, 
or even of Vi'let herself. Always in the midst of 
some unlucky plight they listened for his step, for 
fate decreed that he should come on them at such 
moments, and he always found them laughing. 
However out of tune the twins might be, the sight 
of him sent them into a gale. He so evidently 
came with the conviction that they would be at 
something unusual, and that the something would 
be amusing to all three, that it was hard to deny 
him. He and Baker played at Box and Cox un- 
consciously, — a game the twins neither assisted nor 
hindered, though they were grateful not to have the 
quiet noon hours molested. Soon, at his earnest 
request, he was Perry to both ; but between the twins 
he went as " the heir apparent," until one inspired 
evening they dubbed him " Adelaide," a name whose 
exceeding inappropriateness suggested its fitness for 
their purpose. He was their standing joke; they 
must be forever commenting, though not unkindly, 
on the advance of his education, and comment, over- 
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heard, might wound. There was always the uncer- 
tainty that his foot was on the stair, but what could 
he suspect of " Adelaide " ? For their part they 
liked him thoroughly. His frankness and simpli- 
city met theirs half way. There was not an affecta- 
tion about him, and the starved interests that left 
him to depend on them so hungrily were not 
without pathos to them. 

It was in a lively state of expectation that the 
twins dresse;d for the dinner one crisp starlight 
night on the edge of the holidays. Perry was so 
patently torn between a desire to have them impress 
his grandmother favourably and the curiosity to see 
how one of their mishaps and their consequent 
levity might affect her, that his guests were as 
nervous as he. 

" Mrs. Legrand must be a regular grifBn, to 
inspire any one with such dread," Agnes said, but- 
toning a long coat over her light gown. 

" Well, if she ^griffins it' with us, we'll stay only 
long enough after dinner to be polite. Perry or no 
Perry," Don said firmly, as he struggled with his 
tie before the mirror. 

"We must do our prettiest for poor Adelaide's 
sake. If his grandmother approves us, she may let 
him breathe a little freer ; I think he's counting on 
it." 

Despite Donald's threat, it was late when they re- 
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turned. The utter desertion of the street lent effect 
to the ghastly little sorties the bull-pup was making 
on his quivering victims as the twins came up the 
steps. They had no sooner entered their room 
when a series of peremptory raps — two short and 
one long, as the code ran — announced that the 
Howe girls were all impatience to hear of the en- 
counter between opulence and penury. So, turning 
the gas low, they went upstairs to recount their 
adventures. 

" Behold us, we have met the enemy and come 
off even ! " Don cried, as they struck an attitude in 
the doorway. 

"Then she isn't yours ? " Elise questioned. 

" Nor you hers ? " Margaret amended. 

" Well, I think we did pretty well, without regu- 
larly captivating her. She isn't the kind you dip 
up in your net the first time. But the more I 
think of Adelaide, the sorrier I feel for him." 

" Then she was dreadful ? Tell us about it," the 
Howes entreated. 

" She may not be some people's kind of dreadful, 
but she is yours and mine. Where do girls like to 
begin ? With clothes ? She had on a heavy silk 
with big pockets in the skirt. Agnes, you start it, 
you know better." He lazily curled himself up in 
the cushions. 

"Then let me have that straight-backed chair^ 
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Elise. I mustn't wrinkle my frock. Well, she's 
a large, handsome woman, with silver-white hair 
heaped in heavy braids on the top of her head — 
she took occasion to inform me that she thinks 
young girls wear their hair very untidily nowadays 
— and she was pleasant enough, though every little 
while her aggressive will stuck through." 

"She's a regular old dictator — thanks for the 
start. Lamb — and she orders Adelaide about as if 
he were an unruly little boy." 

" * Perry, go and take your medicine,' " Agnes 
mocked. "^Perry, put your glass farther on the 
table.' But he bears it angelically. Once in a 
while he would flush, so I could see he cared." 

" And did you perform for Adelaide as usual ? " 
Elise asked, revelling in the account. 

" We were models of deportment ! " Agnes re- 
turned. " He kept expecting me to bite a piece 
out of my glass, or step on the butler's toes, or 
touch with a light lack of reverence on some of 
grandmamma's pet dogmas, and I know he reck- 
oned on my wearing an apron. We could watch 
his fear in his eye, but we couldn't tell whether he 
was relieved or disappointed when the evening 
passed as calmly as if we had come from across 
the street." 

" Was the house very elegant ? " asked the stay- 
at-homes. 
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Donald took up the word. " Oh, yes, after a fash- 
ion. It was full of all the rich vulgar things that 
money buys. Awfiil pictures on the walls, and I 
particularly recall a red and purple knitted afghan 
thrown across a beautiful carved divan. It was 
worse than our curtains, any day," he added slyly. 

Margaret got up to take a low seat by Agnes. 
" Did she seem interested in your plans, little 
Bennett twin? I hope you sang for her and let 
her see how she could stretch out a friendly 
hand." 

The twins looked at each other with twinkling 
eyes, and the Howes began to laugh. 

" Oh, do tell us," they begged. " Remember, 
this doesn't happen in a lifetime. Let us learn all 
we may of the ways of the great." 

" I didn't mention my plans for fear of being 
patronized," Agnes answered; "but it was evident 
Adelaide had; for, after I had done singing, Mrs. 
Legrand said, with a practical air, that I ought to 
be able to do something with my voice. But her 
real interest showed when I came away." 

"Yes," breathed her listeners, eagerly, while 
Don's face disappeared in the pillows. 

" She felt of my coat in quite a motherly fashion, 
and said it seemed pretty thin for winter, but a 
couple of newspapers would make it warm enough, 
and if my shoes were not heavy I would find news- 

N 
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paper soles a great help. There, those are the 
words of the great, if not their ways." 

Their shouts made the much-enduring musician 
next door turn in his bed. 

" Did the humour of it strike Adelaide ? " was 
Margaret's question. 

" Indeed it did ! He's coming on very rapidly. A 
month ago he wouldn't have noticed it, but I saw 
his jaw twitch convulsively. He didn't suffer over 
it, because he knew how we'd take it," Agnes said. 
" Come, Don, we must go to bed." 

"And here we've exhausted ourselves with brill- 
iant prophecies of what this would come to ! " 
Elise sighed, her pale cheeks glowing with enjoy- 
ment. " But your spirits don't seem particularly 
dampened." 

" Dampened ! " exclaimed Donald, reluctantly 
pulling himself up from his downy nest. " Damp- 
ened ! We cheered all the way home, to think she 
hasn't a claim on us, and for relief that we are 
we ! " 



CHAPTER XV 

HOW THE HIVE HUMMED AT CHRISTMAS 

** The Christmas time ! the lovely things 
That come of it, sweet thoughts and deeds." 

WITH the approach of the holidays the 
twins had the first taste of their uncle's 
displeasure in the stubborA course they 
held. Piqued by the apparent ease with which the 
young rebels sustained their independence, he did 
not repeat the invitation that had met so little 
response in November. What Christmas had failed 
to leave a new-minted gold-piece in the toe of each 
twin's stocking, forerunner of richer bounty ? It 
was easy to see that at present such openhandedness 
wduld run contrary to the articles of war, and it was 
with a distinctly humorous recognition of the fact 
that they accepted as substitute the constrained letter 
offering them the season's greetings, and accom- 
panying a handsome set of Shakespeare. 

A conference on the wisdom of buying anything 
for each other had brought the twins to a state of 
grim resignation, but Vi'let and the Charlies, little 
and big, were not to be ignored, and even sist' 
Sally's relaxed attitude of a week past intimated 
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that she must be counted in for a " Chrismus gif." 
A bunch of holly the twins could and must have, 
and on the twenty-fourth they spent a gay after- 
noon in the shopping district, watching bundles 
going home with other people and finding genuine 
savour in the Barmecidal feast. They made brave 
holiday eyes over their greens at every glum face 
they encountered, and threw ** Merry Christmases " 
and merrier smiles at the ragged importunate urchins 
and blue-fingered street pedlers, in place of the 
shining coin they would fain have tossed. 

The day of days was not to be passed over with 
indifference, however. A little band of the home- 
less and congenial had gradually drawn together 
and laid plans for a dinner in the big studio, with 
all the attendant frolic the occasion might suggest. 
There were nearly twenty of them, most of them 
students and dwellers in the hive. Committees 
had been formally appointed a week beforehand, 
and no detail was overlooked that might add to 
the success of the occasion. 

But on Christmas Eve the liferoom key was miss- 
ing. When the last boy clattered over the stairs 
with a good-night thump on the Bennetts' door, he 
left the key outside ; but while the twins were con- 
sulting over turkey dressing in a distant studio, it 
vanished and left no clew. Only a student could 
have taken it, for only a student knew where it 
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hung; and though without doubt it would be 
returned in the morning, its absence threatened 
to interfere with the preliminary revels they had 
hoped to hold that night. As it turned out it did 
not matter, for all but a less fortunate half-dozen 
were lured off to various entertainments about town, 
and those who were left gathered in one of the 
small studios with Dickens's " Christmas Carol." 
It was inevitable that the little band should draw 
comparisons from the past, and the talk of hap- 
pier holidays brought memories to them all and 
emphasized their loneliness, so that they separated 
with some constraint ; and Agnes, slipping her arm 
through Donald's as they went down the hall, felt 
the melancholy of their first Christmas away from 
home weigh heavily upon them. 

Don's foot struck against something soft as he 
threw open their door. It rolled away from him as 
he stooped to pick it up, and when the gas was 
lighted they discovered a huge ball of tissue paper, 
which they guessed had been tossed through the 
hole in the wall. They tore off yards of brilliant 
tinted paper before they came at last on a tiny green 
cabbage of papier mache^ whose lid fell off to dis- 
close a little gold bee, its pin thrust through a card 
on which was lettered " Merry Christmas to one of 
the Hardworking Poor." 

" It's for you, of course, but are you sure it's 
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not a wasp?" Don asked teasingly; "there's no 
point in sending a bee, unless it's something 
about a worker and the hive — hold on," he said, 
picking it up again, " I'll be hanged if it isn't a 
queen bee. That's not a bad notion. He must 
have had it made to order." 

"Well, whoever he is, his sins are forgiven," 
was her magnanimous comment, when they had 
exhausted themselves with guesses as to the giver's 
identity. 

Not to wake in the gray glimmering of the 
Christmas dawn and drowsily reach out eager in- 
credulous fingers to feel of fat misshapen stockings 
by the bedside ! Not to fall into blissful dreams 
again of what the swollen lumps implied, and, start- 
ing broad awake as the light grew stronger, begin 
a delicious exploration of the yielding lengths ! A 
small renouncement in itself, but marking the first 
break in a custom love had maintained throughout 
their brief span of years. 

The twins met on the threshold of their room to 
exchange a Christmas kiss. " What did you get ? " 
came the question memory made dear. Always 
before had followed the sharing of their gifts. Now 
Don's pained eyes were on an empty stocking, 
green-bedecked and dangling in pathetic limpness 
from the head of his sister's bed. 

"Had to — habit — glad I did it — fun enough 
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to find the water-bugs hadn't carried ofF the holly," 
she said with the jaunty curtness of a Jingle, shiver- 
ing through the final stage of dressing. " Hurry, and 
we'll catch the others with our ^ Merry Christmas.' " 

But Vi'let came clamouring to the door. Little 
Charlie at her heels, and the cheer of that sweet 
time that makes the worth of all we give or receive 
rekindled in the homesick pair. Vi'let, flying 
through the halls with a growing burden that told 
of the love they all bore her, streaming ribbons, 
dropping candies, wafting heliotrope and violet per- 
fumes, crushing Christmas roses as she went, the 
tears running over in her great soft eyes for very 
happiness as she babbled and courtesied and 
laughed in little sobs of touched surprise, — Vi'let 
alone was joy enough for any exile. And so the 
twins felt when she dropped half her treasures to 
clasp their humble oflFering to her simple heart. 

Soon the old Hive rang with merry shouts, heads 
popped out at doors, and a brisk scurrying up and 
down stairs began, and then a growing commotion 
when the loss of the liferoom key was recalled. 
"It will be here when we get back," they assured 
each other in departing to hear the glorious 
Christmas music at the big cathedral. An anxious 
quartette of cooks had prepared the two turkeys, 
and Vi'let was left to watch over their welfare while 
her large flock of "childuns " went oflF to church. 
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Savoury odours floated down to meet them when 
they returned; they halted in a body before the 
twins' door, and the turkey in the gas oven was 
pronounced without a peer, unless it might be his 
fellow, in the Howes' oven overhead. The table 
committee hurried up to the big studio, to be con- 
fronted by the still locked door. They returned 
with fallen faces. Even Thorp could offer no solu- 
tion of the maddening problem. Eighteen people 
to be made comfortable around a festal board, and 
neither board nor space accessible ! The committee 
consulted vigorously, resigned themselves at length 
to the largest room at their service, and fell to strip- 
ping it of all superfluous furniture. They were 
put to extraordinary shifts when it came to seating 
the company, but at four o'clock they gathered 
round a dining-table composed of the odds and 
ends of a dozen households, adjusted to the angles 
of the room with a nicety defying criticism. But 
before this point was reached they had to squeeze 
in places for two more guests. 

In No. 42, Elise Howe, her pallor given way to 
a flush of fun, was initiating several long-limbed 
boys in the art of peeling vegetables, while Mar- 
garet stirred and tasted the soup that bubbled on 
the stove. Two other cooks in two other studios 
were similarly employed, for so large a dinner had 
necessarily to be cooked in sections. An appetizing 
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steam poured out from every open door. Down in 
No. 32 was babel itself. Theresa Thorp, in a pic- 
turesque painting apron, was concocting a salad 
dressing with much noisy beating of eggs and a 
mirthful berating of her assistants. Others, kept up 
a brisk cracking of nuts, and ever and anon Don 
rushed in with an agonized appeal for a lacking 
something. 

" It's funny if nobody in this building has a 
broom. Where's ours ? " he flew in to ask. 

Agnes raised a heated face from the pudding 
whose boiling she was attending with all of a mother's 
solicitude. " Some one borrowed it this morning," 
she answered, then, looking past him, " Oh, Merry 
Christmas ! Come in ! " she cried. 

Hesitating in the doorway, half doubtful, half 
wistful, yet with gleeful expectancy kindling in his 
eyes, was Perry Hamlen. 

" Merry Christmas ! " he smiled over the bundles 
he carried. "Is there room for a runaway ? I've 
come to dinner, unless you'll come out with me." 

" Perry ! " cried the twins together. " How did 
you manage it ? " 

" I hadn't much to do with it ; it happened itself," 
he cheerfully returned. " My grandmother over- 
ate yesterday, — she does very often, — and couldn't 
eat anything to-day ; so instead of dining alone I 
skipped off down here." 
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" Good enough," Don said heartily. 

"That's very jolly," Agnes seconded. "And 
now drop your things on a shelf, — the chairs are 
upstairs, — and we'll find something for you to do." 

" Friends," announced Donald, rapping on the 
wall with a knife-handle to quell the confusion, 
"here is Mr. Perry Hamlen, come to keep us 
company." 

In the bustle not a student recognized his face or 
name, and the warmth of greeting drove the last 
trace of hesitancy from Perry's manner. Blithely 
enough he took off his overcoat, and blithely he 
presented Agnes with a great bunch of yellow and 
white chrysanthemums, reserving for Donald, at 
whose sweet tooth they often laughed, a box of 
French chocolates. For the Bennett twins together 
was intended the beautiful Velasquez photograph he 
next drew out, a proof of his advance in art matters 
under their tutelage. He ha,d generously remem- 
bered Vi'let and her shiny, beguiling little son; 
there was even a gorgeous mufHer for Big Charlie. 
These preliminaries over, he sought a vent for his 
exuberant spirits. In the chaotic state of the ban- 
quet-hall there was need of another helper, and now 
it was Adelaide who tore through the passages at 
Don's bidding, and when Agnes slipped a long- 
sleeved apron on him and set him to mash the 
potatoes, his happiness bubbled over. 
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The table was spread, and the gathered reports 
declared the dinner to be done to a delicate turn. 
The twins had drawn their turkey from the oven 
and were settling it on one of Vi'let's platters, when 
the glimpse of Adelaide gaping, his masher sus- 
pended, his eyes on the door, set them staring in 
turn. 

There stood Pickles. 

A dozen welcoming hands were stretched out to 
draw him into the room, and what had been noise 
before now rose to a deafening uproar. A look of 
dismay shot from Donald to Agnes, but the intro- 
duction was coolly carried through, and Perry and 
his former tormentor stood face to face. A glim- 
mer of recollection showed in the student's smile. 
With exaggerated interest he searched the other's 
countenance as he took the offered hand. 

"That face, that form," he murmured affect- 
edly, "strange yet familiar. I can almost place 
you. 

" And yet I just escape you," was the smiling, 
significant retort. " Have you forgotten I posed 
for a picture of yours called *The Cup and the 
Lip ' ? " 

Behind his back Agnes clutched Don in delight, 
gasping, " Adelaide shall be promoted to the second 
grade to-morrow. How he grows ! " 

And now the line of march was taken up, and the 
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dinner as well, with a gay clinking of crockery and 
glass, every one finding a dish to his hand. Vi'let, 
persuaded to lead, bore a large pitcher of soup, in 
the absence of a tureen, and Donald and Perry took 
the turkey between them. 

" Bore's head in hand bring I," sang Pickles, 
tucking his arm round the neck of a shy, pink- 
cheeked lad, who wriggled back to the very end of 
the line. Some one struck up a carol as they started, 
and, out of time and out of tune in the confusion, 
they reached the Howes' door, to exchange their 
turkey for a second instalment of soup and move on 
to the dining hall. Great caution was involved in 
the seating; one by one the twenty slipped into 
place, the tottering board sustained by miraculous 
efforts of the committee, one by one they fell to eat- 
ing with a zest their pranks had whetted. And 
when the soup was gone they scrambled out into 
the hall again, regardless of the piteous appeals of 
the committee to keep their seats, and brought the 
turkeys in with no less ceremony. But when it came 
to the pudding, steaming away two floors below, 
they had to descend in a body and go trolling their 
roundelays over one set of stairs and down another 
and up the middle staircase, Vi'let prancing proudly 
at the head. 

Never was a jollier set of diners met together. 
Before the nuts were reached their gales of laughter 
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came from exhausted throats. Though the toasts 
were drunk in water they were of the heartiest. 
They toasted Christmas, past and present, the 
absent friends and the gifted company drawn 
together by a common bond — that of hunger. 
They toasted the life class, — Perry drank deep 
with a flourish, — they toasted the master, and then 
Pickles proposed, "The talented musician who is 
with us for the second time," to which Perry replied 
in a neat little sentence that made the twins ex- 
change proud glances over their Adelaide's prog- 
ress. Twilight closed in before a lively setting to 
rights ensued; then they went to cool their cheeks 
in the clear, cold, moonlit streets. Pickles and 
several others pleaded an engagement and were 
reluctantly resigned by the merry crew. 

" It's a bitter shame that we can't finish the day 
in the liferoom," Theresa grumbled as they panted 
up the stairs on their return. 

And lo ! the key hung in its place, and was 
pounced on by an eager crowd, who tossed off hats 
and coats and flew up to the top floor. The door 
was guarded by one of the very students that had 
left them so short a time before. 

" Come, start a carol, children," he said persua- 
sively, above the storm of their inquiries. 

Through the half-open door came the strains of 
" God rest ye, merry gentlemen." The waits 
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outside took up the burden, and mystified, expec- 
tant, filing past the screen they halted, dazzled, at 
the top of the room. Dozens of little candles 
twinkled in the dark, and dimly they could see the 
greenery on the walls. But as the first blinking 
impression resolved itself into details a shout went 
up. 

What had seemed, in the moment of entry, a row 
of pigmy Christmas trees, was now revealed as 
the collected brooms of the Hive, arranged in tri- 
pods down the room, the straw tops decked with 
holly and shining lights, and hung with strings of 
popcorn and iridescent glass bubbles, their handles 
twined in green and tied with little bundles. At 
one side, in the shadow, stood a draped lay figure, 
got up in ludicrous compromise between the 
traditional Santa Claus and the master's dapper 
mien. In one stiffly extended hand it held a gilt 
cornucopia, the right was bent to tug at a flowing 
mustache, a gesture caught from life. Under the 
volley of their mirth it moved, it spoke, it emerged 
into familiarity. 

It was Pickles. 

In the pleasant confusion that followed, while 
nimble fingers distributed the foolish little gifts and 
quick tongues pointed the sly jokes they contained, 
Agnes was struck by a pair of eyes fastening con- 
sciously on her little gold bee, and she knew that 



How the Hive hummed at Christmas 191 

the donor of the pin was discovered. The surprise 
was one she decided to keep even from Don, for no 
reason at all, and later she romped through a mad 
Virginia reel with a youth who never dreamed of his 
detection. 



CHAPTER XVI 

" SAVES babies' lives " 

«* With the half of a broken hope for a pillow 
at night 
That somehow the right is the right. 
And the smooth shall bloom from the rough." 

THE reaction came next day for the Bennett 
twins. A heavy snowstorm settled dov/n 
toward night. The handful of students 
that had shaken off the holiday spirit and come 
back to work dismissed the model early and 
followed him down the stairs. Assured that Ade- 
laide would omit his nightly call, the twins sat them- 
selves down to a minute inquiry into their assets 
and liabilities. 

" There's the rent ; that's coming hard," Don 
said, drawing his black eyebrows together. 

" And the gas bill, besides the washing, and our 
pantry is almost bare. I need some new boots, 
too. How unfortunate that I should burn the 
others ! I can't wear overshoes in fine weather, 
and these boots are almost through." 

" You can always cut paper soles, my child. If 
I could only sell some of those little street sketches ! 
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I'm going the rounds of the newspapers to-morrow 
and try to get something for them. If I can't sell 
those I must look about for some work. Anything 
to keep afloat, you know. Perhaps if we hang on 
a little longer you'll hear something good from your 
letters." 

Agnes winced. " Perhaps," she said slowly. 
She looked up after a little pause. "I'll write 
to Mrs. Rutger again, just to give her a last 
chance." 

" I think she's shown herself pretty poor stuflF 
from the beginning," he said, in gloomy wrath. 
" Now, how about supper ? " 

" There are some muffins we can toast, and half 
a glass of jelly. The macaroni is gone, there are 
no eggs, cheese is out, rice is out." 

" Isn't there anything we can have for a centre- 
piece — something warm and hearty ? This is a 
cold night, you know." 

" Carrots and onions," she said doubtfully. 

That's the best I can do for you." 

They'll do ; anything will do. We mustn't be 
picking and choosing now. It's a pity we didn't 
save those burned boots of yours. After we had 
soaked the salt out of the sides and stewed them I 
dare say we should have found them delicate eating. 
We'll have to call ourselves shipwrecked until we 
feel the ground under our feet again." 
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"There are the staves of the flour-barrel; we 
might get a hearty soup by boiling those down." 

" Not quite worthy of a curtain call," he said 
critically, " but very ingenious, very creditable/' 

Hapless mariners ! Their ship was foundering, 
they felt the deck shiver under them, but they 
would walk the watches with uncooled zest, and go 
down, if it came to that, with the laughter still on 
their lips. 

" Now you'll see what a toothsome dish I shall 
prepare," quoth Don, the tears running over his 
cheeks as he quartered the onions and cut the 
carrots into orange-colored dice. 

" Together ! " was her outcry of distaste. 

He met the remonstrance with firmness. " To- 
gether, and with a delectable cream sauce fit for 
Perry's grandmother herself. Carrotoni," he added, 
in swift inspiration. 

" Carrotoni, of course. That would look well on 
a menu card. Two t's ? " she asked, reaching for 
paper and pencil. 

"There's only one way." Bending over her 
shoulder he lettered it for her. " But that shouldn't 
come first. What's the French for toast ? " 

" I don't know ; call it tote. That's the way 
they do." 

There was a silence of concentrated eflFort, while 
the muffins toasting on the plate acquired their 
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wonted black crust, and then the menu, printed by 
Agnes, and decorated by Don with ironical cornu- 
copias spilling plenty from every corner, stood beside 
each plate. 




Tote au Gelee 

Carrotoni a la creme 
Sucre. Eau de Grotte. Sel. 



In such foolish wise they beguiled themselves 
through their initial hardships, knowing that the 
grimness of actual want lay just ahead. 

Another evening brought Donald home from a 
forlorn canvass of the newspaper offices, fagged out, 
but cherishing a small glimmer of hope. One out 
of seven editors had said he would try to use some 
of Don's work, and had laid the sketches carefully 
in a pigeonhole. Carefully ! Poor Donald ! How 
little he guessed what that implied. At the end of 
a week he went down again, and saw his drawings 
dug out from a mountain of papers and returned to 
him by a politely reluctant clerk. 

In that week their last penny vanished, despite 
desperate economy. They were cut down to half- 
rations as their shelves grew bare. The flour was 
almost gone, and for two days dried peas, soaked 
and stewed, without other seasoning than salt, were 
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their chief sustenance. Kendall Baker came down 
as usual, and Agnes made his coffee while he spread 
out his appetizing luncheon — delicate sandwiches, 
fruit, and crumbling cheese — and ate with his 
mind on the work he meant to do or on that he 
would like to have done, unconscious that the half- 
famished twins were cramming down their tasteless 
pease-porridge and going through a farce they sus- 
tained half-heartedly. 

" I don't like that last butter, Don," Agnes would 
say, her head behind the curtains. " Do you think 
you want any ? " 

" No, I don't believe so ; these peas are very rich. 
Is there any of that jam left ? " 

" Not a teaspoonful," she would reply, after 
rattling the dishes in vigorous search. " Have a 
chicken-wing ? " 

" I don't care about it," would be the indifferent 
response ; and after the interruption the unsuspicious 
Baker would resume his talk of the brush work of 
Frans Hals, while the twins scraped their dishes 
clean, of the portion allowed at a meal. 

Vi'let flapped in and out daily with many a cheery 
word for her " childuns," every now and then with a 
tantalizing little dab of some savoury dish she was 
preparing. Her keener eyes saw something of 
their straits. Had she guessed, however, it was 
not scarcity but absolute dearth she was watching. 
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her quick wits would have devised some means 
of relief without rousing their pride. 

" If she doesn't keep her little fat Charlie out of 
the way Til pick his bones clean ! " Don threatened 
savagely one morning, as he finished the two spoon- 
fuls of peas allotted to each at breakfast. 

" Have mine ; I can't eat it, it chokes me." 
Agnes pushed back her plate and got up from the 
table with sudden pettishness. Then his troubled 
look touched her. " I don't mean to be fussy, 
Don, but I think I'm ready for the boot-tops. 
They will be a change." 

She threw an arm over his shoulder and stood 
looking down on the rough black head she loved. 
He was her twin — and the boy she had brought 
up, she often told herself with warm pride. In the 
silence a soft fluttering sound thrilled along their 
nerves. Agnes ran to pounce on the heavy square 
of blue paper lying on the door-sill. What might 
not a letter bring ! 

" It's from Mrs. Rutger," she said, her cheeks 
suddenly pink; "it must be in answer to mine. 
Don, we're not the Bennett twins at all, — we're the 
Micawber twins, and of course we'd be waiting for 
something to turn up ! " 

Four hopeful eyes took in the contents of the 
short note. Mrs. Rutger regretted, though with 
evident decrease of heartiness, that an unwonted 
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pressure of social duties would keep her from being 
of any assistance to Miss Bennett; the lady had 
absolutely no time at her disposal, and thought it 
late in the season for a musical venture anyway. 
Agnes set her jaw and looked straight ahead for a 
minute. Donald struck his fist on the table. 

" She's a woman without a particle of feeling," 
he said hoarsely. 

" We don't know that, Don. A woman in her 
kind of world can't have feelings for every one that 
comes along." 

" I don't know why she can't. But she might 
keep a little honour. Why, she promised you, and 
beat you down^ and only a little while ago she pre- 
tended to be working for you." 

" Oh, I suppose her interest just died out," the 
girl said, with a weary sigh. 

They finished the last of the peas that night. 
Then, how to conceal the situation from Baker till 
relief should come ? For relief must come from 
some quarter. Things did not go on in that way 
when one stood girded for the race and the course 
lay fair ahead. 

" Donald ! " his sister cried sharply next morn- 
ing, catching a look in his eyes she did not like. 
" We must play each other fair. Promise me you 
will not send a word home without my consent." 

His sheepish face pleaded guilty to her suspicions. 
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" I can get along somehow, Agnes, but it's too 
precious hard on you," he said lamely. 

" I don't see that you're doing any better than I 
am," she coolly returned. " And I'm doing well 
enough. Don't turn on me because I'm a girl. 
I'm not the kind to wave a white hand from 
my turret while the battle goes on below. I'm 
your daughter, sir ! " she cried in salute to the 
sword and cap, whose tarnished gilt caught the sun- 
light. Then her gay courage dropped to wistful- 
ness. " I thought we were going to fight the world 
back to back, Don." 

"And so we are. Lamb," he said, kissing her 
heartily. " I won't go back on you again. You're 
twice the man I am, anyway, for you've never 
thought of giving in for either of us. Now I'll 
work upstairs awhile, and then I'm going to see the 
man who may take my sketches. Perhaps I'll get 
a dollar from Thorp." 

"We agreed to live without borrowing, you 
remember." 

" But we've got to do something, Agnes. 
Where's our next meal ? " 

He hurried down during the first rest, eager to 
cheer her. " There's a treat on at noon, and if 
there's much left they'll want me to take it to Vi'let. 
I'll stop in here first." 

" If they get to throwing things about to-day I 
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shall go up and scrape the walls when everybody's 
gone," she responded, in a desperate attempt at 
gayety. 

"Don't, Agnes," he said unsteadily. "I'll do 
what I can. This treat staves Baker off for now, 
anyway." 

It was one o'clock when he came down again, 
cruel disappointment written on his face. Drawing 
a dilapidated cream pufF from the pocket of his 
coat, he soberly laid it before her. 

" This is the only thing I could smuggle. That 
new fellow's an awful close calculator, and there 
weren't half a dozen things left." 

She fell upon the flimsy pastry in silent greed. 
Donald's face quivered as he watched her. 

" I felt like a brute to be stuffing up there while 
you are starving down here," he groaned. 

" Don't, Don," she said in her turn, " it's ten 
times as romantic as your lovely grot. And for 
goodness* sake, don't let sentiment prevent you 
from stuffing every time you get the chance. If 
you sell a sketch to-day we'll forget this to- 



morrow." 



He started up in determination. "Then the 
sooner I know my luck the better. I'll have to 
walk down town, but if I get any money you'll see 
me back in no time, with my arms full of bundles." 

Agnes watched him until he turned into Third 
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Avenue, and then she went back to a book that 
Baker had lent them. With the housekeeping 
reduced to its present minimum, time hung heavy 
on her hands. 

It was a long and bitter walk to Newspaper Row, 
but hope kept Donald warm and lightened his 
feet. Coming back, however, with all the unsold 
sketches under his arm, it was a different matter. 
The keen wind searched him through, and he 
tired of buffeting against it. He was growing faint 
from hunger, sick at heart when he thought of 
going back to Agnes ; he was almost ready to let 
the wind blow him into what corner it would. 
Blue with cold, heavy with fatigue, he stumbled 
into the Hive at last. 

Agnes, listening eagerly for his step, threw open 
the door, and the smell of hot food gushed into the 
hall. 

" Poor dear, you are tired," she said, as he 
dropped down on the couch, bewildered by the 
change from the blustering street to warmth and 
light. 

" No luck, no luck at all," he sighed presently, 
nodding toward the sketches, dropped from his 
numb fingers. 

" I had better luck just staying here," she said 
serenely. " I found a can of corn pushed back on 
the top shelf, so I heated and salted it, and though 
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it lacks butter, I never tasted anything so good. 
I've had my share; I couldn't wait for you to 
come. While you're eating I'll tell you my news." 

He moved heavily to the table and took the 
small bowlful she ladled out. 

" I don't dare give you more, Don, because we 
must make it last through to-morrow. Now for 
the news. A tall, pleasant-faced man called here 
this afternoon. He seemed very anxious to see 
you and wouldn't leave his name, but said he'd call 
again. I told him you had gone down town, and 
he asked me if you were pretty busy. I said 
you had all you could do — I didn't say what, and 
he didn't know it was to get enough to eat. But 
don't you suppose he wants you to do some work 
for him ? I thought he might be an editor." 

Don looked at her with brightening eyes. "I 
can't think why he should come. What was he 
like ? " 

"He had quite a long sandy mustache and a 
large nose, and now I think of it, he walked with a 
limp." 

" A limp ! " Don repeated, setting down the 
empty bowl. " Did he wear a gray ulster ? " 

" I think he did. Do you know him ? " 

" Oh, yes ; not intimately, but well enough to 
feel sure he'll call again. That, my dear Miss 
Micawber, was your landlord !" 
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Prudence warned the young castaways to partake 
but sparingly of the corn that Providence had re- 
served for them. But the gnawings of hunger 
made them reckless, and at noon they scraped the 
last kernel from the sides of the dish. 

" Have a muffin or a biscuit ? " Agnes called in 
the familiar mockery from the pantry depths. 

" Neither ; this corn will be enough, it's delicious," 
Don answered promptly, wondering, meanwhile, how 
much longer he could keep his hands off Baker's 
luncheon. Finding himself too near the danger- 
point he jumped up from the table and sought 
safety in his banjo. 

If the twins had ever admired Baker it was now, 
when his fine abstracted eyes looked through the 
pitiful devices of extremity without perceiving them. 
He was deeply concerned that his new friends should 
extract the utmost from their opportunities, and it 
struck him that they took life a thought too lightly 
at times; but of the needs of the body he was 
oblivious. Every one has food — except the actu- 
ally destitute, of course, and destitution was not 
connected in his mind with the buoyancy and 
multifold hopes of the Bennett twins. Agnes's 
plaintive words, when he was well out of ear-shot 
that noon, would have been a revelation to him. 

^* I wish Baker would leave even his crumbs 
behind. His neatness is a little trying in these 
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days," she said, frowning across the bare board at 
Don's pretence of cheery jigs. 

" Well, I'm a precious idiot ! " her brother cried 
suddenly. "What's to prevent my taking this 
banjo out and raising a little something on it? 
Why, there are dozens of things here we could go 
without for a while." 

" Wouldn't that come under the head of borrow- 

ing?" 

" If it does we'll sell the things outright instead 
of pawning them. We've got to live." 

" It doesn't seem as if I could part with anything. 
They're all presents to us, and mean so many good 
times." 

" Well, you shall be sentimental and hungry if 
you like, but I'll not. I'm going to answer some 
advertisements up town this afternoon — I'll do 
anything they offer me — but if nothing turns up 
by supper time, I'll stop at the nearest three balls. 
Here are my silver match-safe and this scarf-pin. 
I could part with them as well as not." 

"You might take my gold combs," Agnes fal- 
tered, her hands going up to her hair. 

" Oh, never mind about giving up. the apples of 
your eyes first of all," he said soothingly. " And 
now Fm off." 

" Can't I go with you, Don ? I'll walk about 
while you're inside. It's dismal to be always wait- 
ing here for good news." 
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" rm not going to a very pleasant quarter, and 
there'll be two of us horribly hungry after a long 
walk," he warned. " Besides, if I find a job you'll 
have to come back alone." 

" I shan't mind that if you really get something. 
But I don't see how you'll have strength to work," 
she said, hurrying on her hat and coat. 

Back they came at nightfall, dragging heavily 
over the stairs, giddy from hunger, black despair in 
their hearts. 

" I believe I'll take the foils first," Don whispered 
as they reached the last landing. 

" You might take the bed from under me for all 
I'd care," Agnes returned. " Let's sell everything 
at once and gorge ourselves ! " 

She stumbled forward as she spoke. Donald, 
springing to catch her in affright, found her clasping 
a long wooden box that leaned against their door. 

They pulled it into the room without a word. 
They tore off the cover, and then they drew breath 
in a sigh that was almost a sob. A pair of plump 
brown chickens, roasted to a delightful crackliness, 
was the first of the treasures disclosed. For the 
moment the twins explored no fUrther. Don 
caught up a bird, each laid hold of a leg, which, by 
wrenching, was left in their hands, and, still seated 
on the floor and still in silence, they fell to eating. 

Agnes leaned back against the bureau, closing 
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her eyes in ecstasy as her teeth met in the firm and 
juicy flesh. The first words were hers. " Umm ! " 
she gloated ; " I know now how ghouls and canni- 
bals must feel." 

After this interval a deliciously dumpy plum- 
pudding was drawn forth, a crusty loaf of bread, a 
nut-cake, which Agnes would have hugged to her 
heart if Don had not restrained her, olives, nuts, figs, 
and candies, even a pat of butter and a bag of those 
delectable cheese-cakes known as " Mary Anns " 
from the day when their plump and smiling maker 
paid tribute to two small invaders of her pantry. 

" It's pretty late in the season for a Christmas 
box. I'm not complaining, though," Don mur- 
mured indistinctly. 

But his twin flung herself on the box with hysteri- 
cal laughter. 

" Don, dear, do you see the awful fitness of the 
label ? Oh, bless the old box ! And bless Aunt 
Lilla's lack of humour in choosing it!" 

Don looked back from the table he was heaping 
with goodies. His grin of satisfaction widened as 
he gazed. Down the side of the box, in letters of 
staring blue, sprawled the extraordinary legend. 
Its significance pierced their hearts with a sense of 
thanksgiving, even while it set them chuckling. It 
read : — 
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CHAPTER XVII 

A journeyman's chance 

** Nay, madam, why waste words ? Our speech 
Is not withm two counties of a meeting." 

THE winds of fortune blew from another 
quarter for a few days now. Before the 
chicken-bones were bare and the last 
" Mary Ann " was devoured, even while the baffled 
guardians in the deserted home reread the duet of 
gratitude the twins had forwarded, Big Charlie 
pushed a long thin envelope under the door. 
Don's nervous fingers tore the check that the editor 
of the Planet was pleased to enclose — ten dollars for 
the three sketches he had taken. 

On what triumphant wings the twins soared then ! 
There was no more dodging the man in the gray 
ulster, and going in and out an inconvenient middle 
door to avoid his office. Half of the rent due easily 
satisfied him, leaving them a dollar in pocket for 
such an emergency as food. True, the gas man 
could not be looked squarely in the face, and the 
coming of the milk boy was a nightmare they evaded 
in the rambling building, slipping down one stair- 

207 
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case as he came up another. But as Donald had 
said, if he sold one drawing, why not more ? 

Work upstairs was neglected for this new hope. 
Every suggestion of humour was pounced on and 
examined ; the picturesque value of the news of the 
day was discussed at every meal. Don even ven- 
tured on a political cartoon, abandoned as he got 
beyond his depth. Agnes's neck was stiff from 
posing; Vi'let and Little Charlie were restless 
models when the first quarter-hour was past, and 
Adelaide alone found untiring delight in the service. 

He came rapping at the door one snowy morning, 
unwonted excitement cropping out behind his quiet 
words. " My grandmother wants to see you, Don- 
ald. You'd better go up there this forenoon if you 
can." 

" Your grandmother ! Has she realized at last 
that we're demoralizing you ? " 

"No, I'll tell you what; she liked that little 
sketch you did of me last week. Thought it 
looked a lot like me. But you go up and see her, 
and don't you let her down you, Don ! " Revela- 
tion trembled on his lips. It was with an effort 
that he tore himself away and left the twins agog 
with curiosity. 

" I wish she'd let you make a sketch of her, Don. 
I can think of a lovely joke to go with it," Agnes 
bubbled. 
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" Perhaps it's merely to offer some more practical 
suggestions," he returned, stepping out of his paint- 
ing-apron. " I'm sure you've found that paper-sole 
idea invaluable." 

" Oh, I admit my indebtedness to her. But the 
monotony of having to stop and cut soles every 
time I stir, besides trimming the threads from my 
skirt ! She may tell you to bind a skirt with apple- 
peelings, Don, if you can't buy braid." 

« It's been on my mind for some time, Agnes, to 
wall Adelaide up in the grotto, a la Edgar Poe, and 
hold him for ransom till his grandmother plunks 
down something handsome for her darling." 

" And what would her darling be doing while you 
leisurely piled up the bricks ? You grow slower 
daily," she sighed, as he languidly made ready for 
the street. " Just think how long I've got to wait 
to hear your news." 

" I can't help it, the spring has gone out of me," 
he answered, unhurried. 

" As if you ever had any," she returned, but her 
quick anxiety was reflected in her face. 

Don tramped the thirty blocks in the teeth of 
the storm, the wet snow glueing his eyelids together, 
sifting down inside his collar, and caking in heavy 
balls under his feet till he moved as if leaden- 
weighted. Damp and chilled, he stood at last 
before the fateful doors, and soon was waiting ner- 
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vously in the great parlour. In another minute Mrs. 
Legrand bore down on him, to shake his hand cor- 
dially and settle him in a chair opposite her own. 
Her air was that of the conscious benefactress. 
Even before she spoke, a suffocating sense of this 
made the place intolerable to him. 

" You needn't have come out in a snowstorm. 
What I want to say would have kept. You're not 
looking well," she told him, after a keen scrutiny 
that yet was not unkind. " I'll give you some cal- 
omel to take when you go home. How are you 
getting on ? " 

" I can see that I'm gaining a little each week," 
he answered, wary of pitfalls. 

"You don't expect to get your diploma this 
spring, do you ? I suppose the course takes two or 
three years." 

He answered with a sober face. " That depends 
a great deal on the pupil. I don't expect to see 
mine for a long time yet." 

" Oh, well, you mustn't get discouraged. They 
say art is a long road, and you can't expect people 
to run after you until you've had some paintings 
round in the art galleries and attracted attention. 
But my grandson was showing me a picture you 
made of him the other day. I thought it was 
pretty good. You got a likeness, anyway." 

" That sketch was one of the failures I should 
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have torn up if Perry hadn't wanted it," Don 
responded, undervaluing the praise perhaps. 

"You think you can do better than that? " she 
asked quickly. 

" Why, I can't tell till I try again ; but if I 
couldn't I wouldn't show that, anyway." 

"Well, I've been wanting Perry's portrait 
painted for quite a while, but I don't care much 
about these fancy artists whose work I've seen ; 
and if you've got so you can make a likeness, 
I don't see why you won't do as well as they 
would. It's the likeness I care about, you know. 
Only I want it in oil. I'll pay you fifty dollars 
for it." 

" Why, I couldn't do that, Mrs. Legrand ! " 
he cried in instant revolt. " I've hardly begun to 
handle oils. It would be nothing but a daub. I'd 
rather make a charcoal study of his head for five 
dollars than attempt the other." 

"What do you suppose I want of charcoal 
studies ? " she said tartly. " I can get those done 
at any photographer's. I want something that will 
show the colour of Perry's hair and eyes. If you 
make it look like him, I suppose I'll be willing to 
pay seventy-five dollars, and I dare say my two 
daughters might want theirs taken, too. One of 
them has just paid a Frenchman two thousand dol- 
lars to paint her. Now she isn't satisfied. I say that 
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after you get the likeness all the rest is flummery 
— money thrown away." 

Donald wriggled uncomfortably in his chair. 
" She thinks she's got hold of a bargain and can bid 
me in cheap," he thought, with rising gorge. ** She's 
one of the class that corrupts a fellow by getting 
him to put stuff on the market he'd be ashamed 
to show in the studio. Now keep calm, my 
boy ! let's remember we're in the hands of the 
heathen." 

"It gives you a chance, if you're really anxious 
to get on." Mrs. Legrand was eyeing him nar- 
rowly. 

" But I've no business to do it. I'm not fitted 
to paint portraits yet, and above all to do it for 
money." 

" I know Perry isn't handsome, and I suppose 
you don't care about painting him. Probably you'd 
rather be painting nymphs sprawling in a puddle. 
That's what most artists seem to care about, instead 
of making something out of the plain, honest 
people about them." 

Donald tried to laugh easily as he got to his feet. 
" Nymphs aren't much in my line, Mrs. Legrand. 
If the time ever comes when I can make a decent 
head of Perry, I shall be very glad to do it. But 
I'm not at all sure that when that time comes I'll 
do it for the price you offer me now." 
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His would-be patroness looked up at him, her 
jaw squared in conscious worth, her hands thrust 
into the roomy pockets on either side of her skirt. 
" If you expect to get on in this world you won't 
hesitate over every obstacle. How do you suppose 
my father would have made his money if he had 
looked to jump every ditch he came to ? " 

The gap between their views struck Don as 
hopeless. All the obligations of honour, ardour, 
unswerving devotion, the frugal living, and the 
anguish of disillusion involved in his ideal rolled 
between them. On her part, to do her justice, the 
ideal was not money, but money-getting, that spirit 
of American enterprise that is, within its narrow 
limits, not without excellence. What art had here- 
tofore lacked, in her practical mind, was the con- 
junction of this spirit of enterprise with the artist's 
facility ; therefore were patronesses ordained to point 
the way of expedience to less alert intelligences. All 
this lay open to the boy to read as his impatience 
brought him nearer the door, but he made one 
more attempt. 

"You wouldn't ask a shoemaker's apprentice to 
make you a pair of shoes before he had learned his 
trade, would you ? " he asked. 

The old lady looked at him stonily. "Those 
are two different things," she made answer, and shut 
her lips with a snap. 



214 The Bennett Twins 

*^ Yes, praised be the Lord ! " he retorted, hot in 
the face. 

Her rich silks unfolded noisily as she rose from 
her chair. "It is a great chance, a great chance," 
she repeated. " I don't see how one in your cir- 
cumstances can overlook it." 

" What are my circumstances, Mrs. Legrand ? " 
he asked, in a voice of ominous quiet. 

The bluster of wealth died down before his steady 
eyes. " Why, I don't know anything about you, 
but my grandson said you were just a student, and 
I supposed you had no means of support,'* she said, 
almost apologetically. 

" I have these," Don responded, with a turn of 
his strong young wrists. " But I can't put them to 
any such use as you suggest. You're urging me 
to take fifty dollars from you for work I couldn't 
sell anywhere else for fifty cents. You can see the 
dishonesty of it, can't you ? " 

He was speaking a language now that she under- 
stood. " Well, if you really can't earn the money, 
of course you haven't a right to it. But I should 
think you would be able to by this time." 

Don looked over at a hideous chromo, in its mas- 
sive gold frame covering half of one side of the 
room, — an Indian plunging down a top-heavy 
cafion, chocolate and snufF colours in chaos, for its 
subject, — at the rich cabinets where the common 
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josded the good without discrimination, at the 
evidences of wealth and ease and tastelessness on 
every side. Last he looked back at the prosperous, 
hard-featured face, where the moments of self-denial, 
of aspiration, of genuine humanity, had been too few 
to leave their eloquent traces. 

" I know a man in the class who would do the 
work and do it well," he said pleasantly, after the 
pause. " rU leave you his address, in case you'd 
like to send for him." 

He got away somehow, his back squared defiantly 
at all the Philistines of the avenue as he strode 
along. A pretty tale to take home to his twin ! 
But before her impatient ear caught and interpreted 
his discouraged tread on the stairs, a second bid was 
made for Donald's services. Rounding a turn in 
the Hive's gloomy ways he bumped into an offen- 
sively affable little man, who met Don's apologies 
with an arresting cough. It was the optician whose 
aesthetic sense was responsible for the eye outside. 

" Excuse me, sir, you're one of the painters that 
work upstairs, ain't you ? " he said. " I thought I 
might get you to do a little job for me." 

" Well ? " Don asked dully. 

The man threw open his office door. " You see 
some one has meddled with the curtain I hang over 
this window in the hall — cut the eye right out of it. 
I'm going to run it on the inside after this, but I've 
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got to have a new eye for it. I thought perhaps 
you could do it and save me the job of taking it to 
a professional. Guess you could do it as well as a 
reg'lar sign-painter, couldn't you ? " 

" I think I can," answered Donald carefully, be- 
tween his teeth. " How much would a professional 
charge you ? " 

The other seesawed for a minute. " He'd call it 
a good job for a dollar and a half." 

Don looked up into the mean little face. " About 
half," he said to himself " I'll tell you, it's more 
bother to me because I'm not used to it, but I'll 
supply the paint and do it for another dollar — two- 
fifty, that is. It takes house paint, you know." 

" I should think two dollars would be pretty 
good pay," the other objected. 
And you supply the paint ? " 
Oh, well, call it two-fifty, only the paint that's 
left would be of some use to you and it won't to 
me." The optician was rolling up the curtain 
as he spoke. " It's a good deal to ask," he said 
grudgingly, "but I'm in a hurry. Here's the 
piece to set in, and you'd better take the curtain 
along." 

Don was laughing weakly when Agnes opened 
the door to him. He laughed until she laughed, 
and tears came to both of them. 

" Oh, dear, dear, dear ! Such a morning ! Agnes, 
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is there a little something I could eat ? I can't talk 
when I'm so hollow." 

" Poor dear ! I'll cook you some eggs this min- 
ute. I didn't dare before, because I thought you'd 
be asked to luncheon. There, there," as he showed 
symptoms of going off again, " you wait a minute." 

" It was the reaction," he said, when the warm 
food had comforted him a little. " To go from 
Madam Croesus, who insisted on my doing some- 
thing beyond me and would have overpaid me, to 
little Beinstein, who didn't believe I could paint a 
sign and had to be haggled with — it was too much 
for me. They were both out for the same game, 
though, — a second-rate bargain, — and they thought 
they had it in me," he added bitterly. 

Her round eyes of wonder demanded details. 

" I tell you. Perry's enthusiasm has just played 
the mischief with his grandmother's imagination," 
he began, and unfolded the story. 

" For her to talk to you of hesitating at ob- 
stacles ! " Agnes cried, ablaze. " A woman who 
sits with a lapful of money, and whose only care is 
to see that it doesn't roll away from her ! What 
does she know of workers ? I could stand it bet- 
ter if she'd ever done one thing that was real, or 
knew what it was to be under the wheels when they 
go round." 

" Why, you remember her telling us that night 
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at dinner that she had known what it was to be 
pinched when she was a girl, that her father kept 
her on a short allowance ? " 

"In an elegant house, with servants and horses 
and clothes, and four times what she could eat. 
That sort of suffering doesn't touch me as she 
expected. I'm a little hardened by the real thing." 

" It's all right to get toughened by this. Lamb, 
but don't you let it strike in and make you bitter. 
Anything special turned up this morning ? " he 
asked, a sustaining arm about her. 

Her head went down on his shoulder for a min- 
ute, then bravely up again. "Yes, the gas man 
called for the third time. He said he'd turn the 
gas off to-morrow afternoon unless the bill was 
paid." 

"Poor old girl, that must have been rather a 
facer ! Just for lack of a measly four dollars ! 
But I'll raise the money somehow before then, 
don't you worry." 

They stood at the window absently looking down 
at the boys streaming out from the big building 
opposite for the noon recess. 

" I'd like Mrs. Legrand to be as hungry as I am 
for one of those greasy little cakes down there," 
Agnes said vengefully, as the boys attacked the 
pedlers at the gate. " A month ago I couldn't 
have taken one in my hand, and now my mouth 
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fairly waters for them. But how do you suppose 
boys who have enough to eat can stand them ? 
Wouldn't they appreciate your muffins, though? 
I've a mind to set up a bakery here in the window, 
and let down the muffins on a string." 

" I seem to see you," Don said, only half atten- 
tive, and then he seized her about the waist with a 
wild whoop. " You have said it now ! The Ben- 
netts, bakers ! " he cried, whisking her madly about 
the room. 

" Oh, be careful, Don," she warned ; " you'll have 
the Beinstein's ceiling down on their heads." 

Her brother passed to seriousness in an instant. 
" I must go to work at that eye. It shall be a 
remarkable orb — put the real thing to shame. And 
the money I get for it shall go into flour and eggs 
and milk, yes, and butter, — we'll butter 'em and 
sell 'em hot." 

" Do you mean it ? " she gasped. " It would be 
a tremendous lark. But how shall we connect with 
our customers ? " 

" It was not for nothing that your brother was 
given his olive-tinted skin and dark, languorous eyes. 
Look here " — he ran his fingers through his heavy 
black mane, pulling the long locks over his forehead 
in rough disarray. Under his ingenious hands his 
soft felt hat took on a foreign air; discarding his 
collar, he knotted Agnes's red scarf about his neck. 



/ 



220 The Bennett Twins 

and stood the typical Italian street pedler from his 
shoulders up. Chuckling as she stared, he twisted 
the little brass rings from the curtains and snapped 
them together on the lobes of his ears. " That 
hurts, but it completes the picture. I'll borrow 
some old clothes of some of the fellows ; they'll 
think I want them for a model. My skin needs 
just a tinge more of yellow," he said critically. " It 
will get it to-morrow, and then I think I'll pass. 
Dolce far niente, allegretto, cadenza, decrescendo, 
fortissimo, r-r-rallentando — hota muffin!" 



CHAPTER XVIII 

" HOW MANY KNOW THE MUFFIN-MAN ? " 

'* Sorrow and care one can always get through alone, but it takes 
two to be glad." 

IT proved no easy matter to bring the eye to 
that state of lifelikeness required by the critical 
taste of the twins. How a single optic could 
look cross-eyed was a question Don dismissed with 
a disdainful sniff; but Agnes insisted on the possi- 
bility, and the first attempt was blotted out. By 
strenuous effort, and just as the prentice's patience 
was wearing a little shiny at the edges, his work 
at last took on an expression of melting entreaty 
that would have made the fortune of an optician 
with a more susceptible public. 

" It isn't every fellow can have his first picture 
hung in a conspicuous place," Don said compla- 
cently, laying his brushes aside. In Mr. Beinstein's 
judgment it was a handsome piece of work, and, 
finding that the painter still held to his price, he 
counted out the money with less reluctance than 
Don had anticipated. 

Baker was down with the mumps, an undignified 
laying low of their idol, but one to be borne with 
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greater fortitude for its convenience. Vi'let, stop- 
ping in on her usual morning round, was warned that 
Don would be busy with some important work till 
late afternoon, and a similar hint was more delicately 
dropped to Margaret Howe, who ran in to borrow a 
strainer. Adelaide was their only menace, and they 
felt fairly safe in setting his visit at five o'clock. 

" When the gas either will or won't be on tap," 
Agnes commented. 

A drawing-board was made to cover the hole in 
the wall, that the intoxicating whiffs of muflSn might 
not allure inquisitive students, and then the twins, 
in paper caps and clean if paint-stained aprons, set 
the wheels of their muffin factory in motion. 

Agnes beat the eggs and buttered the rings — 
they had borrowed an extra set — standing meekly 
at the head-baker's elbow while he threw in in- 
gredients with a reckless hand until the batter was 
"about right," and was hurried into the pans. Then 
came the suspense of waiting for the muffins to puff 
to a melting lightness under the fierce heat of the 
oven. But the Bennett twins' star was high in the 
heavens that day. Crisp on the outside, tender 
within, a rich brown that yet bore no suspicion of 
burning, the muffins stood at last in long delectable 
rows to await the noon recess. It required stern' 
denial in their makers not to fall upon them forth- 
with. 
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*^ Let's divide them and stuff for once, and then 
turn on the gas and smother in the fulness of our 
joy," Agnes greedily suggested. " Oh, not to die 
hungry ! " 

" Never, while there are eyes to paint and cakes 
to bake ! " w§« Don's heroic rejoinder. A deft 
touching-up with water-colours had given him a 
riper olive tint, and his costuming of yesterday was 
improved by the addition of a ragged coat and 
threadbare, paint-bedaubed trousers. 

It was close enough to noon to make them ner- 
vous when Don completely disappeared behind 
his disguise. The muffins were hurriedly buttered 
and bustled into the borrowed market baskets, and 
covered with strips of white oil-cloth ruthlessly torn 
from a pantry shelf. 

" Oh, it's maddening to be left behind ! Why 
didn't I make up, too ? I might have stood at one 
side of the gate!" the girl exclaimed, the spirit of 
the adventure tingling in her. 

"It will be enough for you to flatten your little 
nose against the glass, while I go to make our for- 
tunes. You can be ready to throw me a rope in 
case the other pedlers jump on me." 

" Gracious, do you think they will ? Here's the 
banana man and the pretzel man and the one with 
sandwiches already." 

" I defy them all, and I'd match my muffins 
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against every pedler's basket in New York. IVe 
as good a right to make a living as they have/* 
Agnes whirled about him with spreading skirts. 

" * How many know the muffin-man. 
The muffin-man, the muffin-man ? 
How many know the muffin-man 
That lives across the street ? * " 

she sang. " Who ever'd have thought of this when 
we used to play that, Don ? " 

He reached for her hands and they went round 
together. 

" * Two of us know the muffin-man. 
The muffin-man, the muffin-man.' " 

In the noise of their singing a caller rapped un- 
noticed, the door slowly opened, and Adelaide stood 
gaping on the threshhold. 

Between laughter and dismay the twins brought 
the verse to an end and began on the next. " How 
many know the muffin-man ? " they chanted, each 
holding out a hand of invitation, and when he had 
widened the little ring they circled merrily about 
once more. 

'* 'Three of us know the muffin-man. 
The muffin-man, the muffin-man.' " 

Suddenly Donald, coming opposite the window, 
broke away with an exclamation, seized his baskets, 
and darted to the door. " Hota muffin, fi' centa ! " 
he cried in vanishing. 
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" What's up ? " Perry queried, in delight. " Is 
it a joke on the boys ? Or did they dare him to 
do it ? " 

" They don't know about it yet," was the girl's 
truthful response. Her anxious eyes discovered 
Donald emerging from a remote doorway of the 
building. He sauntered across the street, reaching 
the gateway just as the first impatient boys rushed 
down the walk. Agnes caught her breath. " Isn't 
it thrilling ? " she whispered, her cheeks crimsoning. 

" Great sport ! " Perry murmured behind her. 

The man with cakes and pretzels usually had it 
all his way ; when his wares were gone, the others 
meekly took their turn, but Donald had only to 
throw back the covers of his baskets and the hun- 
gry boys made a mad rush for him. As fast as he 
could gather in the nickels, the muffins went to 
eager hands. Looking down on the spectacle. Perry 
declared that he could detect the smacking of lips. 
With several hundred eager customers clamouring 
about him, Donald's baskets were emptied before 
half the school was out, and then, regardful of his 
rivals' frowns, he let the little current sweep him 
down the street. 

Adelaide watched Donald through his adven- 
ture with deepening envy. " That's rattling good 
fun," he said. " Why couldn't I get a basket, too ? 
Can't you fix me up a rig ? " 
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Agnes looked up at his rather heavy features, his 
close-cropped flaxen poll, and his eyes of Saxon blue. 
A little laugh escaped her. " It's too bad to dis- 
courage you, Perry, when you're so eager for a lark ; 
but nothing short of a costumer could make you 
look like anybody else." 

" ril get a costumer to make me up for to-mor- 
row ! " he cried. 

" I don't suppose Don will do this sort of thing 
every day," she said dryly. To Perry's consterna- 
tion a great tear suddenly rolled down her nose and 
splashed on the window-sill. " I told you I could 
cry ! " she said defiantly. ' " How do you suppose 
you'd like your twin to go parading around like 
this ? " 

" Why, this is more fun than anything that's hap- 
pened yet, upstairs or down ! I think Don might 
have let me in on it," Adelaide tried to grumble, 
after a brief silence of dismay. "I feel cheated, 
and you can tell him so. I can't stop to, because 
I've got to catch Mr. Barlow before one o'clock." 

He was gone, and other tears were chasing after 
the first when Donald crept in with stealthy step, 
making fast the door before a word was spoken. 

" Sold every one ! " he said gleefully, letting a 
stream of silver trickle between his fingers to the 
couch. " Four dollars and ninety cents. The last 
two sold for ten cents apiece. The boys were just 
wild over 'em, Agnes ! " 
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" Yes, I could see them. You didn't have time 
to think whether you were a real muffin-man or 
not." 

" Nicea muffin, fi' centa ! I took time to cast my 
eyes at the other men, though, and they were hot, I 
tell you ! And I was cold, for I got it through my 
head after they muttered together, and scowled 
and jabbered at me while they pointed to little pins 
on their coats, that I'd forgotten about licenses.'* 

" Donald Bennett ! After warning me not to 
sing on street-corners! It's a wonder the police- 
man didn't walk you off." 

"He was bearing down on us just as the last 
muffin went, and that was why your little brother 
floated along the street. I didn't dare turn for a 
couple of blocks, and then I came back on the other 
side ; but if you'll believe it, one of those dagoes got 
his eye on me and tracked me into the building. 
Probably he'd have carved me up the back if I 
hadn't given him the slip. It will be a long time 
before he finds me again. But wasn't it rich on 
Adelaide ? He took it for the joke of the season ! '* 

" Don't you believe it," Agnes said quickly. 
"He saw through it after the first, but he wouldn't 
have shown he did for worlds." 

" Adelaide is a good deal of a brick," was Don's 
hearty commendation. " And now let the gas man 
do his worst ! " 



*t 



CHAPTER XIX 

TARRYING THE GRINDING 

Ah, with what lofty hope wc came ! ** 



THAT night the twins held earnest counsel. 
They had shot the first rapids in safety, 
but what if the falls lay below ? Not cow- 
ardice but common sense compelled them to waver 
in their course. Hitherto they had plunged on in 
blind pursuit of all they had hoped to win. Now 
they sat forecasting futures over which disaster hov- 
ered. It was no long vista ; well they knew a single 
week of misfortune must cast them on the rocks. 
Should they make this their point of turning? 
However deeply they might flounder, their uncle 
might be trusted to drag them out with eager zeal, 
rejoicing in well-meaning fashion that they had 
proved their dream an empty one, since his must be 
the path of wisdom. Comfortable, undivining mind ! 
Three times they reached this climax in the con- 
ference, and three times they dodged away from it 
as from an intolerable prospect. They saw it all so 
clearly, the prodigals, rebelling inwardly but clasped 
to forgiving hearts, forced to breathe an atmosphere 
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of tacit " I told you so's " and share in alien inter- 
ests while the backbone of life was broken. 

" It's no use/' Donald said at last, his Indian 
locks all rumpled in his perplexity ; " we shall never 
decide to go home of ourselves. Something must 
turn up to settle it for us." 

" A leading," Agnes cried, starting up, " we must 
have a leading ! " She darted over to the Shake- 
speare calendar. " Will you stand by what he says, 
Don ? " 

" I will if he says anything bearing on our case,'* 
he returned, half in contempt. 

She ran her finger down the list. " H'm ! that's 
not very encouraging — 

** * Didst thou never hear 

That things ill got had ever bad success ? ' 

A pretty slap at us. No, that's for Thursday. 
Here's Friday — " 

She turned on him a face appalled. 

*' * I charge thee, fling away ambition: 
By that sin fell the angels,' " 

she read in a faltering voice. 

"That seems to clear things up," Don com- 
mented, with a bitter laugh. 

" That's only once," she said, recovering, " now 
I'll try again ; I'll shut my eyes and put my finger 
on a place. Dear, dear, here is a leading ! " she 
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exclaimed after further experiment, but now laugh- 
ter rippled through her words, as she whined the 
lines in tones of long-drawn misery : — 

•* • And nothing can wc call our own but death 
And that small module of the barren earth 
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 
For heaven's sake let us sit upon the ground 
And tell sad stories of the death of kings. ' ' ' 

" Come away, come away, you comfortless crea- 
ture," Don said impatiently. " Let's go for our 
prowl around the square and then to sleep on the 
question." 

" Wait a minute, I have one more chance — ah, 
now we have it ! Listen, Don ; Willy made this 
years ago for you and me." The words rang out 
exultantly : — 

" * He that will have a cake out of the wheat must needs tarry 
the grinding.' " 

Don stopped, halfway into his overcoat. A grim 
smile came to his lips. " By George ! that's good," 
he ejaculated. 

Agreed ? " 

Agreed." His hand went out to meet hers 
firmly. "After all," he chuckled, as they went 
downstairs, " it was bound to be a * heads we win, 
tails they lose ' arrangement." 

The weeks wore on, bringing alternate trial and 
elation to the pair, mingling bitter and sweet so 
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skilfully that they never quite despaired; giving 
them hopes up which they climbed with shining 
eyes, to drop back into their dingy little corner 
again and smile ruefully at each other. There 
were the bright spots congenial companionship 
made, days when they lived in an atmosphere of 
work and inspiration. But for Donald there was 
no painting upstairs now. If he could have spared 
the money he could not have afforded the time. 
Only by unceasing application could he keep them 
from utter want. Now and then he slipped up 
during the rest to talk with the boys and look at the 
work, catch a few earnest words from Mr. Hayes, 
and go back braced in a new belief in himself If 
he were near faltering, the sturdy encouragement set 
him firmly in his tracks again. His admiration for 
the master grew as he saw one and another of the 
boys shake 6fF a bad habit, and new vibrations of 
light and colour creep into the muddiest painting. 
Deep beyond all doubt in himself lay the recogni- 
tion of his real life. He had met that face to face 
on a day, and even in the black hour of trial he 
knew. He had gained, too, more than his hand 
was ready to show. At night, at least, in the hour 
before supper, when he and Agnes strolled among 
the easels, there was no dissatisfaction. There is 
something so distinctive in manner, be it good or 
bad, that to familiar eyes the least of the sketches 
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betrayed its maker, and to note the individual prog- 
ress was in itself a stimulus. His twin lived with 
him this absorbed life, her own ambitions and fail- 
ures laid aside, though her singing was never for- 
gotten. 

Mr. Hayes turned on Donald sharply one day, 
when he had watched the boy's eyes kindle under 
his words. " Where is your work ? " he asked. 

" I am not working in the class this month," 
Don stammered. 

" But you're at something, eh ? You're not tak- 
ing a vacation ? " Mr. Hayes questioned in his 
piercing way. 

" No, sir ; I am making little sketches for some 
of the papers." 

" Nothing you'd want to show, I suppose ? " the 
artist asked dryly. 

Don met the question with a frank laugh. 
" They're pretty bad, I know, but even in doing 
those I'm learning." 

The master stood twisting his mustache while he 
stared thoughtfully at Don. " Take care you 
don't drift into that sort of thing permanendy. 
There's money to be had for it, and the line's a 
pretty tempting one, if art means money to you." 

" That work will never satisfy me," Don said 
easily. " If I can't be a painter I'll have a go at 
something else." 
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" And — er — Bennett," said the other, in a lower 
tone, as he was moving on, "you'd better put in 
what time you can get up here, anyway. Never 
mind about the business part of it, that will be all 
right if you look out for the other. If you're 
going to be a painter you must get the most out of 
every day." 

"Thank you, sir, I will," was all Don had a 
chance to say. 

This was the life of their inspiration. The other 
side was less uplifting, and it held them oftener in 
bondage. Don's earnings kept them half fed and 
half warmed. Their one means of heating the 
room was the gas stove, and mindful of the last 
month's experience they resolutely denied them- 
selves comfort in all but rare moments of reckless- 
ness. When it got too dark to work and too cold 
to sit still, they went out for a walk to set their 
chilled blood stirring. But little of the old buoy- 
ancy came to them in the exercise. Their steps 
were listless, their eyes were dull, the spring had 
indeed gone out of them. Wearily they dragged 
themselves over the pavements, and hungrily 
they eyed the restaurants and bakeshops. Yet they 
had little appetite, and their meals, indifferently 
prepared, were but half tasted. Dreary rows of 
unwashed dishes formed a guilty secret they tried 
to screen from Baker and the ever invading Perry. 
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Their simple bills of fare required simple service, 
and three or four days would slip by sometimes 
before either had energy to get out the dish-pan. 
Then the general overhauling of the pantry would 
last till far into the night, and next day they would 
begin anew. They were too busy in the morning 
to wash dishes, too exhausted by nightfall, and so it 
would go till the pantry appalled them once more 
and they rose in revolt. The primary instincts of 
housekeeping were obliterated ; when the gnawing 
in their stomachs grew too insistent they brought 
out their pots and pans, and then the interval of 
cooking was a suffering stolidly endured. 

By the time they were fairly savage for food 
Adelaide might be expected ; the inopportune 
moment was always the signal for his appearance. 
The springing step of the light-hearted home- 
comer would be heard on the stairs, the well-known 
knock at the door, and Perry's expectant face 
would come into view. His content in getting 
back to them again, his uncontained joy in the sor- 
rowful little room and his certaintv of rich enter- 
tainment, all this cheerful assurance in contrast to 
their own gray moods never failed to goad them 
into a whimsical humour. Hollow within and wan 
without, they would rally gallantly and right gaily 
press him to join them at the meagerly spread 
board, bantering each other through the meal in 
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which he often joined. His education had advanced 
perceptibly since the day he wandered into the 
building, and new possibilities of life were slowly 
revealing themselves under the tuition of the twins. 
In turn, though they did not realize it, he was one 
of their greatest blessings, calling them into more 
wholesome ways when gloom stood ready to engulf 
them. 

But at night Agnes's light cot shook with her 
passionate sobbing, and Don's head went down on 
his arms in that tearless way a boy learns early, 
with the first foreshadowing of manhood. 

How had hands so eager failed to grasp success ? 
The least swerving aside of those to whom they 
turned would have made it theirs. Less strenuous 
effort, less faithfully guarded gifts, had floated others 
past the rock on which they foundered. There was 
Graham, on the floor above, a young fellow, too, 
who looked on art as a happy-go-lucky pastime, 
and had no difficulty in selling sketches Don would 
have scorned to sign. There was the aesthetic 
Waters, with the dainty uptown studio, the adored 
of all the young girls to whom he gave teas. He 
composed artistic little things without form or sig- 
nificance, and had already illustrated a story for one 
of the big magazines. Not that the twins would 
have changed with either, but their theories were 
all astray. The connecting link between eflFort 
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and reward seemed a feeble illusion of childhood. 
Rebellious under failure, chafing against discipline, 
they felt the antagonism between them and the 
little home-world grow in bitterness. 

Every morning they studied the "Want" columns 
together; together they investigated the offers of 
" pleasant work in your own homes at liberal rates," 
finding hollow mockery or sharpers' traps lurking 
behind the advertisements. Agnes at last grasped 
at an opportunity to direct circulars of a new toilet 
cream at seventy-five cents the thousand, but after 
struggling through an almost undecipherable list of 
names she calculated that by giving all her time to 
the employment she could earn less than twelve 
cents a day, and with the discovery desisted. 

A slight hope came to ripple the dead current of 
their ways, but a fulfilment was desolately remote. 
For some time the bulletin board in the liferoom 
had announced a competition for a prize of one 
hundred dollars, offered by the maker of a famous 
porous plaster for a poster. For a while, Don 
neglected this opportunity to blend art and enter- 
prise, but at last ambition seized him. The thing 
must be simple, just a man's back with the plaster 
stuck on it would be best, he decided; that he 
might manage with some degree of force. Then 
came the question of a model. Adelaide would 
pose for him, he knew, but Adelaide's back 'would 
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be doughy from lack of exercise. He thought 
longingly of Baker's sinewy back with its play of 
muscles, but he did not presume to hint such a 
thought to Baker. A plaster would shine out well 
against Big Charlie's smooth black skin, or the rolls 
of fat on Little Charlie's back ; but after all he 
settled down to work from the model upstairs, and 
got several encouraging words from the boys, even 
one from Mr. Hayes, before the work was done. 
When his drawing had been tied up and sent off 
the clouds settled down again. 

At length came open revolt. The glass eye out- 
side had dripped quarts of tears all day, and was 
wrapped in a glacial shroud as the mercury fell. 
Baker, longing intolerably for the spring, had gone 
south to meet it. Adelaide had been carried off to 
Philadelphia by his grandmother, protesting over 
the bore, and the twins were free to indulge in their 
dejection. Donald spent the evening in making 
studies of his sister's head from different points of 
view. On a sudden he threw down his charcoal 
and tipped back in his chair. 

" Agnes, I am ready to go home if you are," he 
said doggedly. 

" You are not ! " she disputed, in hot indignation. 
"You're just pretending on my account. I can 
stand it if you can. I'm not half ready to give up 
yet." 
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He answered her flash gravely. " Your face tells 
a different story. Do you know that your eyes have 
grown big and hollow and your cheeks are thin and 
pale ? You look half a dozen years older than when 
we came. We can't go on like this." 

" I am all that older," she sturdily maintained. 
" I'm years beyond where I was last September. 
And if your eyes are hollow, too, I know they'd 
look worse if you were back in Uncle Ned's office." 

He started to his feet, bringing the chair down 
with a crash, and tramped the floor in agitation. 
" Agnes, I can't give it up ! I can't go back to 
that ! " he cried. " I lie awake nights trying to 
make myself, and I don't know whether it's my will 
or the devil's that keeps me from it, but I can't do 
it! Whenever I try, something urges me past it. 
That's got to die out before I can turn back; it's 
too much for me now." 

" Then why do you talk of going back, Don ? I 
feel as you do about it," she said, in distress. " I 
don't go whining around, do I ? And if I have a 
doleful look sometimes it's because I'm worrying 
for you." 

" I tell you, Agnes, I can't go on seeing you get 
thinner every day. Baker asked me this morning 
if the housekeeping wasn't too much for you, and 
Vi'let's always warning me not to let you get down 
sick. Of course, when I measure my ambitions 
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against your health they don't count for very much. 
Agnes — couldn't you go back alone ? " He 
leaned over the table, watching her anxiously. 
" Don't think I set myself up as braver than you, 
dear; perhaps if I were I could stand seeing you 
look sick and thin. And don't think L could be 
separated from you without feeling it. We must 
always be the chums we are now ; no one can ever 
come nearer to me than you. But, Agnes, they 
don't ask you to give up your hopes in going home, 
and if I fight through the winter till spring, perhaps 
they'll let us be together another season." 

She caught her fluttering lips between her teeth 
before she could speak. " I'll see if I can give up. 
It comes hard to me, too. It won't be easy — to 
bear my half of the defeat. And what would you 
do ? " 

He drew a long breath. " I should sell these 
things and take a cheap room somewhere. I prob- 
ably shouldn't have many luxuries, but I'd get 
along." 

Don in a garret, undergoing privations alone ! 
The anguish of that thought shook her fiercely for 
a minute. " What would you do for a model ? 
You would still have to support yourself by draw- 
ings, I suppose ? " 

If her hope lay in his need of her, his next words 
destroyed it. " I think I could do enough of those 
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street sketches to keep me afloat. They seem to 
take. And if they don't I'll try something else." 

Agnes pressed her hands together in her lap. 
" You want me to go home because my hollow eyes 
pull down your courage, but do you think your 
hollow eyes won't trouble me when I'm not here ? " 

He stopped behind her chair and laid a hand on 
either shoulder. " Lamb, I'll go home with you if 
you like," he said huskily. 

" Oh, no ; that would be the worst, to know I 
had let you change your life for me. I can't prom- 
ise yet to go back to comfort and leave you strug- 
gling here. But I can tell by morning probably." 

Don looked to see her eyes fill with tears when 
they met his, heavy with misery. But, pinched and 
dull and hopeless, her fece gave no sign of bitter 
inward strife, and for once he went astray. " She 
gives in," he thought, relieved yet injured. 



CHAPTER XX 

MY LADY BOUNTIFUL 

''And have not love I am become as sounding brass, or a 
tinkling cymbal." 

MORNING came with crystal skies, turn- 
ing the air to a sparkling draught, making 
the earth ring like iron. People moved 
briskly along the streets with tingling blood ; even 
the jaded cab-horses felt the exhilaration. But the 
twins slept heavily till Vi' let's knocking roused them, 
and they were barely dressed when the vegetable 
woman rolled up the stairs. She was a pudgy 
little German, her figure of one sustained breadth 
and thickness, her smile a tonic, and her glad- 
ness in being alive that of a wondering, delighted 
child. 

She beamed on Don as he opened the door, her 
breath coming in gasps for the moment. " De stair 
make my heart beat zo hard, tick-tick-tick ! " she 
apologized, patting her round little stomach in a 
delicious ignorance of her anatomy. 

There was no resisting her cheerfulness. Don's 
apathy began to lift. " Is the world doing as well 
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for you as usual, Margot ? " he asked, getting out 
a box for the vegetables she had brought. 

" Us feels fine," she answered, with her shy, happy 
smile. " Us got up in de dark dis morning unt hat 
hot preakfast," her hand stole up again to rub that 
little paunch appreciatively, " unt trive de horse to 
de ferry before de stars vas gone. Zo colt, zo goot ! 
Us feels fine," she concluded. 

" I wish us did," Don sighed, as the door closed 
on her. He looked over toward Agnes, but she 
moved listlessly about without a smile. "You*d 
better go out for a walk this morning. There's 
nothing to keep you in, is there ? " he asked after 
breakfast. 

" Yes — no — yes — I don't know 1 If you just 
won't ask me any questions, Don ! I can't think 
of the answers. My head aches." 

" You must lie down if you don't go out," he 
persisted, delaying to start down town. 

" I will if I remember it," she answered vacantly. 

Donald turned back from the door, disturbed. 
" I don't believe I'll go down town till afternoon. 
Would you mind if I got Margaret Howe to come 
and pose for me a little while? You know she 
said she would the other day." 

" I know she said she would the other day," 
Agnes repeated without expression, and then she 
laughed. " I can't seem to connect with my mind 
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at all this morning. But go and get Margaret if 
you like." 

" You must lie down first," he urged, hiding his 
anxious face behind her while he led her over to the 
couch and made her comfortable with pillows and 
wraps. " I wonder if that*s the way brain fever 
begins," he thought, as he rushed upstairs. 

His troubled appeal brought Margaret down at 
once. Don begged her to observe Agnes closely 
and let him know if her condition seemed seri- 
ous, that he might telegraph home, if necessary. 
But there was nothing to alarm in Agnes's state. 
Her eyelids were burning, but her head was not hot, 
and Don was reassured by nods and headshakings. 
After fussing over her soothingly for a little, Mar- 
garet sat down to pose for Donald, as the subject 
of his latest hard-pressed joke. The two essayed 
to keep up a fire of gay badinage, till their patient 
turned away from the wall and smiled faintly at 
last. 

" That's right, divert me, divert me," she said to 
her disconcerted entertainers ; " it's our one cure-all 
and must be applied." 

" I'll have to lunch with you if it's to be a regu- 
lar engagement," Margaret gayly proposed. " No, 
lie still, Agnes ; I'll bring down what I'd have had 
to get through alone. Would you think I ate 
enough for three ? " 
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" Yes — no — I don't know ! Don, you answer 
her," Agnes cried, in distress. 

" Why, you pitiful child ! " exclaimed Margaret, 
running over to her. " I don't believe you've 
had enough sleep lately, have you ? " 

" I don't know, oh, I don't know that either ! " 
Agnes answered, tossing restlessly from side to 
side. 

Margaret looked gravely from one twin to the 
other, and then, beckoning Donald, tiptoed into the 
hall. " We'll see, after she's had something to eat, 
and a little sleep," she said comfortingly ; " I think 
she's only tired out." 

Don would have had his sister keep to her couch 
while he fed her, but she insisted on coming to the 
table and ate quietly, though in a blind, unheed- 
ing way that troubled them, going back to the 
couch after a few minutes. 

" Let me take the pins out of your hair, you'll 
be much more comfy," Margaret said, hanging 
over her. " Oh, I know what I'll do, I'll make 
it tidy, as Mrs. Legrand would like it." As she 
chatted she smoothed the fluffy brown curls into 
two shining plaits, the long even strokes of the 
brush quieting Agnes almost to drowsiness. 

" There, that's the perfection of a particular style 
of coiffure, but the room doesn't match with it," 
Margaret laughed, tying the braids with red and 
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yellow ribbons pulled from the guitar and standing 
back to look at her handiwork. " Donald, let's set 
the table and chairs back against the wall — oh, 
yes, a Bible on one corner of the table and a neat 
little book on the other, and something exactly in 
the middle ! " She lifted down the triplicate mirror 
as she spoke. Don followed her lead by pulling 
the skull and foils and snowshoes from the walls, 
hiding them under the bookshelf, and then he sat 
down with crayon and paper, while Margaret cov- 
ered the gay colours of the window-seat with news- 
papers and folded back the screen from the gas stove, 
leaving all its unpicturesque bareness exposed. 
Don's hand was busy for a few minutes, and then 
he proudly held up three handsome mottoes. "A 
Penny Saved is a Penny Earned " went up where 
Agnes could meditate on the beauty of its truth, 
" Half a Loaf is Better than No Bread " was tacked 
on the door, and " Constant Saving Will Scare Away 
a Loan " filled the space between the windows. 

" Ugh, what a hideous room ! " Margaret 
exclaimed, when this point was reached. 

" There is an oppressively * humble but honest ' 
air about it," Don agreed ; " and now we'll have the 
old room back again." 

" No, leave it this way ; I like it," Agnes child- 
ishly commanded. " It rests me." 

We're regular lightning change artists," he 
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declared, " the Howe-Bennett trio ! " He went to 
the curtains and stood listening. " Dear, dear, the 
house is perfectly wild over that ! We'll have to 
respond." 

Margaret, familiar with the performance, ran 
before him to drop a gay little courtesy to the 
" cooking attentions," and behind her Don bowed 
gravely, as if weighed down by plaudits. 

" They're calling * Author, author ! ' " he said, 
turning back, " but I don't suppose you'll go out, 
Agnes ? " 

" You should, for your slick little braids inspired 
the act," Margaret added. 

"You may have all the credit of that," Agnes 
said peevishly. " I'm only a property, like a log 
in a stage fireplace, heavy but not burnable, or a 
flimsy canvas door that the maddest heroine can't 
bang, or a tin mirror in a make-believe mantel, 
that the players prink in front of without seeing 
themselves — I'm anything that's trashy and pre- 
tended, and that nobody'd have any use for in real 
life ! " Her voice broke in a wail. 

Aghast, the others hurried over to her. 

" We thought you'd like it, we were just fooling 
to amuse you," Margaret said remorsefully. 

" I did, it was beautiful," Agnes mumbled from 
the pillows. " No, Don, I'm not bawling, my tear 
ducts are shrivelled ; but I'm so tired that Fm silly, 
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or so silly Vm tired, I don't know which. If 
one of you will lay a wet handkerchief over my eyes 
rU try to sleep a little. You can go upstairs, and 
Don can go down town as he planned. I'll be all 
right." 

They looked at her doubtfully, but she had her 
way, assuring them that she could rap on the ceiling 
if she needed Margaret. Soon the latch clicked after 
them, and Agnes, turning wearily to the wall, fell into 
feverish slumber. 

Two hours passed before a determined knocking 
at the door aroused her. With heavy eyelids she 
stumbled across the floor to fall back in bewilder- 
ment before the apparition of Perry's grandmother, 
waiting impatiently at the threshold. 

" How do you do ? 1 was beginning to think 
you were not in," the lady said briskly, with a stare 
at the meek little head. She swept into the middle 
of the room and stood looking critically at its bare- 
ness. Agnes looked too, as surprised as she to 
encounter the mottoes and all the ostentation of a 
depressing phase of poverty. Then she remem- 
bered, and pulled a chair from its absurd rigidity 
against the wall, and drew the curtains over the 
closet. 

" Why hasn't your brother been to see me ? He 
needn't keep away just because we don't agree about 
his paintings." 
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" Donald has been very busy," his sister answered 
quietly. 

" It seems neat here, at any rate," the lady said, 
looking about her. 

Agnes wanted to answer, "Yes, lady," for the 
scene savoured of the charity visitor to an obtrusive 
degree. 

" Well, have you been able to do anything with 
your music ? " Mrs. Legrand asked abruptly. 

The girl's hand went up to her head. " I have 
had no chance," she slowly answered, " nothing 
came of my letters of introduction." 

" Humph, you can't make a success by sitting 
around waiting for it, as I told that brother of 
yours. Anyway, it's too late to expect classes or 
pupils now. You should have got started earlier. 
Have you looked about to earn your living in some 
other way ? " 

Agnes thought of the envelopes. " Yes, I have 
tried, but it isn't easy to find anything." 

" Have you ever thought of being a nursery gov- 
erness ? " her caller suggested. " Could you get 
along with children ? " 

I could get along with children," echoed Agnes. 
Your music would come in well there, and you 
speak a little French ? " 

" Yes." 

" Enough for children, I dare say. I could find 
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the right place for you among some of my friends. 
Not too many children, — you don't look very 
strong, — but where you'd have your board and 
something over, say fifteen dollars a month." 

" In the city, did you say ? " She clung to that 
thought. 

" Yes, if you'd rather, though you'd do better to 
go out of town." 

" And I could get away evenings sometimes, and 
have that money clear? " 

" I suppose so. You mustn't expect too much, 
though. You'll have to get all your meals in the 
nursery, and probably have some of the children 
sleep with you. Now what have you to wear? 
You've got to look neat, and you might as well be 
getting your clothes ready while I am looking up a 
place for you. How are your underclothes ? " 

" I have plenty," Agnes murmured, taken aback 
by the attack. 

" Flimsy things, I suppose, thin linen and lace, 
not at all proper for service. Heavy cotton is 
what you want. I'll get some to-day, and you can 
come up and stay with me while you make what 
you need. There's a little trunk-room upstairs 
I'll have cleared out. You can do some dusting 
or something of that sort to pay for it. Let's see, 
to-day is Thursday — you'll come up Monday?" 

Her victim sat blinking in helpless surrender. 
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Both hands were pressed to her forehead now. " I 
think I can," she answered. 

" I'd like to know what you're wearing your over- 
shoes for?" cried her patroness, suddenly. "It's 
very bad for the health." 

"To keep my feet warm; my boots are gone," 
was the bald reply. 

" Humph, let me see your foot." Agnes thrust 
it forward callously. " A little small for fives, but 
you could make them do. My cook bought a pair 
of shoes that are too tight for her, and she's only 
had them on a day. You can try them when you 
come up." 

Agnes wondered why she did not say what she 
was thinking of this woman's charity, and then she 
realized that she did not care, and that if she had 
cared she had not the force to say it. She would 
wear the cook's shoes if Mrs. Legrand put them 
on her. Or she would sit there in her overshoes, 
repeating to herself Don's silly motto just over 
Mrs. Legrand's jetted bonnet. Neither way mat- 
tered. She had no sooner reached this point in her 
thought than, on seeing Mrs. Legrand's mouth open 
again, she leaped to her feet in sudden panic. 

"I think you had better go now," she said 
breathlessly. "This is a queer-smelling building, 
and you're liable to catch almost anything if you 
stay too long. I think — you had — better go." 
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The lady rose leisurely without understanding 
her. " Here is another application for help, but 
this I shall refuse," she said, looking down in some 
complacency on a paper tucked in her card-case. 
What pleasure to diffuse light and warmth or with- 
hold them at will ! 

" If you will only go, only go ! '* the girl was 
saying under her breath ; aloud, " I think that is 
your carriage outside." 

" Carriage ? no, I came in a car. If people 
with less money were as ready to save there would 
be fewer paupers in the world." With this pleas- 
antry she was in the dark passage. " Oh, and here 
is your car-fare for Monday." She slipped a quarter 
into an unresisting hand and bustled down the stairs. 

Agnes came back into the room. " I wonder how 
I kept from doing anything to her," she murmured, 
slowly pinning on her hat. "And IVe got to go 
to that terrible woman, and have her voice in my 
ears while I make those coarse clothes, and have 
her scold at my bungling, and then afterward I 
shall go to some one who may be worse. But I 
can stay near Don, and I can help him, so it's the 
thing to do." 

She thought, without a glimmer of amusement 
herself, how that grotesque touch about the shoes 
would tickle Donald. She would have to tell it 
over twice before he would credit her with serious- 
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ness. But what would he say when he did 
understand ? Perhaps she would leave that out 
of her account, for nothing must interfere with 
her going. She leaned her cheek against Don's 
coat as she took down her own. " Oh, I wish 
God wasn't always so vast and unknowable ! I'd 
like something little and comforting and concrete — 
hush, hush, dear ! " Picking up a bit of charcoal, 
she went over to the motto on the door and wrote 
under it, " Gone for a walk. Don't worry. Please 
don't let the room look like this when I get back." 

It was tea time when she returned, swept along 
in the mass of home-goers, and Don was listening 
anxiously for her step, a reversal of the usual order 
of things. She seemed almost exhausted, but the 
heaviness of the morning was gone. 

"I've been hearing some wonderful organ music, 
Don," she said, smiling at his long face and at the 
restored homeliness of the room. " I happened to 
be going by a church, St. George's, I think, when I 
heard the organ and went in, — Parsifal and a lot of 
fine things. I sat there till they shut up the church." 

He stared, and then with tender mirth drew her 
by her forgotten braids to a chair in front of the 
stove. " Pigtails and all ? " he asked, pulling off her 
coat and hat. " What on earth sent you down into 
that part of the town ? You're just about done up." 

" Oh, no, I feel better than I did, if I am tired 
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and hungry," she responded faintly. " If you'll 
let me get into bed, and then bring me something 
hot that's easy to swallow, I'll be all right. Oh, 
and Don ! " she called from her room, " this cast 
of the grinning satyr, do put it up where I can look 
at it. It's the most foolsome thing I could find 
for a quarter ! " 




CHAPTER XXI 

BEFORE THE DAWN 

** Tho* losses and crosses 
Be lessons right severe. 
There's wit there, ye' 11 get there. 
Ye' 11 get nae other where." 

ETTER, a great deal better," was the re- 
sponse to Don's anxious query in the 
morning. The worried frown faded from 
between his eyes at her tone, so close it seemed to 
a normal cheerfulness. He studied her look of still 
determination all through breakfast. For her, he 
knew, the battle was over ; she would waver neither 
in staying nor going, but stand firmly on her decis- 
ion. So much the set lips told, but at length they 
opened. 

" Don, a way out of my difficulty has been offered 
me," she said, feeling for the words to present her 
idea most favourably. " Mrs. Legrand was here yes- 
terday, and will get me a place to teach some little 
children, a place as nursery governess. I can still 
be near you ; I need not go home and say, * We are 
beaten'; and I shall earn enough to help you a 
little each week." 
"But — " 
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" You know I love children, and you know IVe 
always wanted to teach. Fm tired of educating 
Adelaide. I want to try my hand on some one else. 
You would drive a dray or stick bills along the 
boards, wouldn't you ? Then you must let me 
have my way." 

" Is this something you want to do ? " he asked 
suspiciously. " You're not trying to make a sacri- 
fice of yourself for me ? " 

" It's for you in a way," she answered, with 
reluctant honesty, " but it is something I want to 
do. I should be wretched if I went home without 
you, and still more wretched if I dragged you back 
with me. Mrs. Legrand has invited me to stay 
with her several days next week while I make 
myself some stout underclothes. Those I have are 
not suitable, she says." 

The notion was not to be taken seriously. Don- 
ald roared at the vision conjured up by her words. 
Agnes, the unskilful, cutting out the coarse cotton 
under the eye of a choleric taskmistress, basting it 
absurdly askew, growing hot over puckered stitches, 
ripping and sewing, sewing and ripping, with dark- 
ening brow and tear-edged lashes, till in a final 
burst of impatience the work would be rolled in a 
ball and tossed in a corner. Of the climax he was 
certain, and of the old lady's wrath. " Oh, good 
gracious, Lamb," he cried, the smile going oflF sud- 
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denly, " you can't do that ! Skip the sewing at 
least." 

" Fiddlesticks ! '' she answered lightly. " It will 
be nothing but a masquerade from now on, and I 
might as well begin with the seamstress. You know 
my weakness for masquerades. Only till June, and 
then, then we'll go home ! " 

The next days were depressing, though Agnes 
rattled through them with a fire of talk about the 
possibilities of her new work. Donald gave in, but 
he was not to be betrayed into enthusiasm. Mon- 
day came, and she quietly got together the few 
things she would need for her short stay. That 
was the tug. The ache at her heart seemed to reach 
to her finger-tips. It might be the last time she 
would dress in the dear, cramped, grimy little room. 
Half starved as they had been, their crusts had 
been sweet in the sharing, but bitter was the bread 
she was now to eat. 

" I don't see any sense in your going up to that 
confounded place ! " Don growled, as she brought 
out her bag. 

" Don't be * peevyish,' little boy; if I provoke the 
good, kind lady by staying away she'll drop me 
entirely," Agnes said aloud, while the inward voice 
ran on, " That terrible woman ! I can't fight against 
her." 

Donald turned his back and walked over to the 
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window. " You seem bent on posing as a martyr," 
he said, with an unpleasant laugh. 

"That's the appreciation I might expect from 
you," she flashed back, and then stood horrified. 
" Oh, Don, it's time for us to go home when we 
can say things like that ! " she cried. " We grow 
more hateful and bitter each day. I can't even cry 
any more. Let's go back ! What will your suc- 
cess or mine count for if we spoil ourselves to get 
it?" 

He half swung around from the window, and she 
saw that his eyes were full of tears. She sprang to 
him, all their difference blotted out. This was her 
boy, and her arms went out to him with a mother's 
impulse. He leaned on her heavily, and then she 
felt his weight almost bearing her to the ground. 

What horror was upon them now ? She let him 
gently down, but the dark-stained lids did not lift. 
The tears had rolled down on the pale cheeks and 
were there to stab her. She rubbed his hands, tore 
open his collar, wet his face with water, calling to 
him over and over in a sharp frenzy. At last she 
dashed the useless remedies aside, and, dumb with 
fear, burst into Vi'let's room. 

Vi'let was bending over the stove, but she dropped 
her long skimmer and ran forward in terror at the 
sight of that drawn face. " Fo' Gord's sake, lil sis- 
tuh ! " she gasped. 
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The girl caught her arm without a word, pulling 
her down the hall. Sist' Sally and Little Charlie 
would have followed, but Agnes stopped them at 
the door, finding her breath at last. 

" Go back," she said ; " if this is death I'll have 
nobody but Vi'let with me." 

The woman threw herself down beside that still 
figure, chafing his hands as Agnes had done, and 
dashing the water in his face with no sparing hand. 
" Open dem big black bullets, boy ! " she com- 
manded in peremptory tenderness. 

At the word a fluttering of the eyelids could be 
seen. Agnes gave a smothered cry, and they rubbed 
on till the blue under his eyes stood out less start- 
lingly, the dark lids flew up, and he smiled faintly. 

" That was a queer trick for me," he whispered, 
remembrance coming back to him by slow degrees. 
" Do you suppose I could get up on the couch ? 
My head feels light and spinny, but it's pretty 
chilly down here." 

They helped him up carefully, but just as they 
got him to the couch his head fell back and his eye- 
lids settled down again. Vi'let crooned over him 
without rousing him, while Agnes rummaged madly 
through the bureau. 

" I have the address of a good doctor somewhere. 
Vi'let, do you suppose Little Charlie could bring him 
as quickly as Big Charlie ? " 
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^^ Law, yes, baby, he'll tek er car at de co'ner an' 
go spinnin' along des' as fas' as his pap. — Son ! son ! 
wink yo' eye fo' Vi'let ! " 

Donald was longer in coming out of this second 
faint, but after a terrible interval he swallowed a 
spoonful of the hot milk they persistently held to 
his lips, and by the time Little Charlie piloted the 
doctor through the Hive he was no more than a 
pale and self-possessed convalescent. 

"De doctuh. Miss Bennett," Little Charlie 
announced at the door, and a round-faced, jolly 
little man stepped over the sill. For a moment 
Agnes bristled with indignation as she went to meet 
him ; he had almost the air of taking Don's case as 
a joke, but as she came within the radius of his 
good humour the mercury seemed to take a sudden 
upward leap. 

" Some friends of ours, the Jamesons, crossed 
with you in the Majestic last year," she began, and 
then he was cordially gripping her hand. 

" I am delighted to know any friends of theirs. 
We had some very good times together," he said 
with warm emphasis, the twinkling points in his 
eyes becoming dancing lights with the words. He 
looked beyond her to Donald. " My patient, I 
suppose ? " he said, and then Don was basking in 
the sunshine too. 

Vi'let courtesied and went out, and Agnes slipped 
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into her room and unpacked her bag, awed by the 
violence with which she was wrenched from the 
path she had thought to tread. When she went 
back to the other room the doctor had possessed 
himself of what he wanted to know, and Don was 
discoursing on the beauties of the Hive. 

" I haven't anything very serious to report," Dr. 
Wharton said cheerfully ; " this young man seems 
rather run down, but a little rest and care will pull 
him round all right. He'd better keep in bed for 
a day or two, and I'll leave something for him to 
take. I'll look in again to-morrow. But yau 
must feed your brother regularly on the most nour- 
ishing food. Miss Bennett. What do two busy 
young people do for their meals ? Aren*t you both 
a little tired of your own cooking, and haven't you 
been a little careless about getting enough to eat ? 
I thought so. Well, I'm going to send down a 
prepared food, which I want you to give my patient 
once every three hours. Miss Bennett, and it won't 
do any harm for you to take some yourself; you 
look just a little pulled down. It doesn't pay 
to neglect the stomach." 

Agnes blushed at this exposure of their situation, 
but he made it so plain that it was their carelessness 
he deplored that they could not be very uncomfort- 
able. Blind to any embarrassment, he settled 
down for a cosy chat, his round cheeks rippling 
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into smiles as he recalled a steamer experience he 
had shared with their friends, every now and then 
an unctuous little chuckle getting the better of 
him. 

" Would you care to see Mrs. Wharton ? " he 
asked in going. " She'd be very glad to come down, 
I know, and the first Sunday night that you are able 
you must dine with us." 

^^ Well," Don said, when they were alone, " I 
don't see how we're much better off than we were 
awhile ago. We've added a new expense and a new 
worry, but somehow I feel my market price going 
up. 

" It isn't often you know your own kind so 
quickly, but there's no doubt he came off the 
same bolt of cloth we did. I didn't wonder at all 
what he thought of the place. I hope she'll be 
like him, but she won't. — Oh, gracious ! here 
comes Adelaide. I won't have him in." Plung- 
ing into the hall, she encountered Vi'let. " Vi'let," 
she said, in a breathless jumble, " here comes Perry 
Hamlen, — you know, your tow-headed boy; you 
stop him before he gets to our door and tell him 
Don IS sick, that we've had the doctor, and he's 
better but he can't see anybody. Hurry, or he'll 
be here." 

Inside their room they chuckled to hear Perry's 
muffled, disconsolate steps in descent. Within the 
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hour a boy arrived with a hamper from whid 
took a pair of delicate reed-birds. bunch^J^ 
Hamburg grapes, and luscious great peache* 
top lay Perry's card with a line of Bymp»thyJ 
viewed the oflering with jealous eyes, but M 
r,othing to affront, nothing of the no«us 

of Fifth Avenue chanty. 

A lull seemed to fall on them after h.s.l 
sat peacefirlly in the twiUght, not nltangj 
Don drowsing most of the f me. and A^ 
i„g sofflv to her guitar. Just as darkne^ 
down Vi'let rushed to the i""'- ''■ 
lovely lady, come rattle, ratde. rattle down 
an ax fo'yo' do', but Ah sen' huh up to 

landin- so yo' could smooth b ,"'"''; °f!*' 

to. She'll be huntin'roun'fo-nothuhfi.^ 

"Vi-let, you shouldn't have done that,, 

expostulated, and then the I'd; h^^f;! 
graceful in the dim light, descended thsj 

"Is this Miss Bennett, and may I '-^ 
she asked, with outstretched hand. Her 
a rare silvery tone, and Agnes loved the t.« 
she caught of it. " Dr. Wharton warned « 
might not find my way in the bmldmg, bM 
expect to wander about for such a stu^ 
Here is something he sent, and here is SI 
I brought on my own account, for I know, 
it must be to get time to cook, with a f 
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your hands. And how is the brother? " She came 
over to the couch, and held out a hand. 

Agnes lighted the gas, and the caller stood re- 
vealed as even more charming than the darkness 
had promised. It was a blithe rather than a beau- 
tiful fece, with long-lashed gray eyes and dark 
auburn hair rolled back in crisp waves. Her voice 
was tender, with an undercurrent of mirth running 
through all her words. With her first smile the 
twins were won, and when she laughed in a long 
silver tinkle it was like music to the heartsore pair. 
She had their hopes and plans, and some of their 
disappointments, at her finger-tips in a quarter of 
an hour. They even told her about Adelaide, 
and found her as diverted by their life as he had 
been, though in a different way. 

"You couldn't have done this on purpose," she 
cried, " and that's what makes it so taking. It's 
the realest kind of Bohemia ! " 

" Bohemia ! " The twins looked at each other, 
half amused, half amazed. "We're not posing for 
that sort of thing ; we've just settled down here in 
the only way we could." 

" Yes, that's exactly it. And now do you know, 
you girl-twin, that the trouble with Mrs. Rutger 
was that you didn't run after her enough? She 
lives in a whirl — everybody does here, and the 
newest impression gets it. You should have tagged 
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and tagged, and blocked her path till she had to 
notice you, and besides, she expected it; they all 
do." 

" Oh," commented Agnes, a little blankly, " was 
that it ? I'm afraid I shouldn't have been any more 
able to do it if I had known. Does self-respect 
always have to knuckle under to money for per- 
mission to succeed ? " 

Tenderness was uppermost in Mrs. Wharton's 
laughter. "Does it hurt?" she asked softly, 
leaning forward, the understanding shining in her 
eyes. " Don't let it ; think of all the lovely things 
money can do, besides the ugly ones." 

" I'm afraid we see less and less excuse for it," 
Don broke in impatiently. 

Agnes supplemented him with no less vehemence. 
" But you can't get by the ugly things. I haven't 
a word against the people who use money honestly 
come by as a means of knowing anything, being 
anything, doing anything; it's those others who 
have done nothing to earn a place in the world, 
and feel themselves lifted above their kind by this 
very fact, and who spend their lives in showing 
they can own what other people can't afford to buy. 
Oh, I hate the very feeling that money makes in a 
large city ! " 

The lady would not take her too seriously. 
" That is all true, but it's such a little part of it. 
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You wait and see," she returned, nodding brightly. 
" But I must be hurrying home to dinner, though 
I should like to peep at the art school first, as your 
brother suggested." 

A few minutes later Agnes stood with Mrs. 
Wharton in the dusky old room and watched its 
charm creep over her. The paint was fresh on the 
canvases begun that morning, and heavily loaded 
palettes were laid along the floor. The room 
seemed still to echo with laughing voices, as if at 
any minute the students might come trooping in to 
resume their work. There was no pretence in the 
visitor's delight. She caught at all the broken bits 
of adventure Agnes dropped and would have them 
pieced together and the caricatures on the walls 
explained, with some of the weekly compositions, 
impossible to understand without the key. 

" My dear," she said suddenly, her interest cen- 
tring in the twins again, " will you sing me some- 
thing here ? Do you mind leaving your brother ? 
and would it disturb any one ? " 

" Oh, no, this is where I sing." Agnes swung 
herself up on the model stand. " Mind you don't 
sit on a palette ! First a gay little song, and then 
one that makes straight for your handkerchief ? " 
Mrs. Wharton nodded, drawing her skirts about her 
fearfully as she settled in the cleanest of the chairs. 

Agnes smiled at her incongruous daintiness, and 
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the smile ran into laughter, and the laughter into a 
song ; all the joyous notes flew up like birds to 
reach the roof, the gleeful freedom of it was like 
the fluttering of their wings. 

" Oh, you dearful thing ! You did like it, didn't 
you ? " she cried impetuously, while the last blithe 
phrase still sounded in the heavy air, satisfied by 
the delight in her listener's face beyond the need 
of words. 

"You're the tunefullest of little song-birds," Mrs. 
Wharton said warmly ; " and now for the tears." 

Agnes drew a long breath. "If you will have 
them," she said. " It won't be what Don calls a 
wailer, he doesn't let me have one in my * vocabu- 
lary,' but you see if it doesn't curl around your 
heart. It's a prayer the children used to sing in 
the little Norwegian fishing villages, when the men 
were out in the boats." With open palms and 
lifted face she began the simple chant, as regular in 
its beat as the sound of the incoming tide, steadily 
swelling in the intensity of its supplication like a 
crested wave, to break and ebb into silence again. 
The poignancy of its appeal lay in its humble 
dependence; the seafarer's children know best of 
how little avail is rebellion. 

After the moment's silence following, Mrs. 
Wharton stirred reluctantly. " It is a lovely, lovely 
voice, dear, full of meanings and sweetness, and 
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when you are grown and the voice is grown^ too — 
but in the meantime why not have your first suc- 
cess here ? I know dozens of people who would 
be crazy to see the inside of a place like this. 
We'll ask fifty perhaps, and have something to eat 
and drink, and some of them will be people with 
money — you mustn't hate them — who will be 
sure to take you up, and there you are. You must 
sing for them, and what music could you have ? 
Your guitar ? Anything would do." 

" Perhaps," said Agnes, swelling with the thought, 
" perhaps I'll have a 'cello." 

" Good and better. And now what night ? " 

" It would have to be on a Saturday, when the 
pose of the week is over, and we could move the 
easels back to make room." 

" We'll supply the cushions," Mrs. Wharton 
planned; "and not a bit of drapery, it's perfect 
as it is. People will be wild over those funny 
sketches on the wall. Oh, they'll have "a bee-you- 
tiful time, and if your brother is able it shall be 
next Saturday. I'll send out word to-night. Yes, 
we might ask seventy-five people, the room will 
stand it, and that would leave you seventy dollars 
clear after you have paid your gas bill and things." 

" Don will have to find out if we can use the 
room first," Agnes happened to remember as they 
came downstairs 



268 The Bennett Twins 

" Talk it over with him in the morning, then ; I 
wouldn't excite him to-night. Dear me," she went 
on, when she stood by Don's cot again, "are all 
your neighbours artists and writers and that kind of 
thing ? What a host of disappointments this roof 
must cover, more than any other I can think of!" 

" But you can't have disappointments without 
hopes first, and anything's better than going with- 
out hopes," Don answered. 

The lady stooped and kissed Agnes suddenly. 
" Good-night, you Babes in the Wood. Doctor 
will bring me news of you to-morrow." 

" That was meant for me," Don said brazenly, 
when the rustle of her skirts died away. 



CHAPTER XXII 

A REDRESSING OF GRIEVANCES 

** Seek thy salve while wound is green. 
Fester' d wounds need deeper lancing." 

IT was not until Agnes had washed and fed her 
twin next morning and made him comfortable 
for the day, that she presented for his approval 
Mrs. Wharton's gallant attempt to turn the tide of 
their fortunes. There was no question of his liking 
the plan, and Thorp, who had dropped in to see 
how Don was getting on, was equally prompt in 
expressing a favourable view. There remained, 
then, no obstacle between them and the rosy picture 
Mrs. Wharton painted save Don's crippled health 
— though he might be considered on crutches 
already — and the uncertainty of catching the inter- 
est of fickle New York in its rebound from wilder 
festivities. 

Thorp had left them and they were placidly 
laying their plans when, on a sudden, something 
whizzed through the air and dropped close to Don's 
couch, an inoffensive bomb whose like had fallen in 
their camp once before. Agnes pounced on it to 
unroll the papers, sheet after sheet of crumpled 
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tissue, until she held in her hand the very duplicate 
of the little green cabbage that had come to them 
on Christmas Eve. 

" Oh, guess, guess what's inside ! " she cried with a 
delighted laugh, — and drew out two ten-dollar bills. 

She held them out, blankly, the colour rushing 
into her face. 

Don half raised himself on his elbow. " This is 
a little too much ! " he sputtered excitedly. " Do 
you suppose our afiairs are so open to the world 
that a fellow I don't know at all could see them 
and offer us charity ? By Jove, it's more than I'll 
stand ! " 

Agnes was twirling the little cabbage airily on her 
finger. " It's not worth getting excited over," she 
told him, calmly; "it's only some of Adelaide's stu- 
pidity, I'm sure." 

" Adelaide ! " Don stared at her, amazed. 

"Yes, Tm sure of it. You see, I guessed long 
ago that he threw the first one. It must have 
appealed to his imagination when we told him of 
the original * Hardworking Poor,' and he thinks 
this a way of doing things for us he couldn*t do 
openly ; and, besides, Adelaide is the only one who 
knows. He put his grandmother up to patronize us 
twice, and I think he really worries over us. Poor 
thing, what a stroke of genius he must have con- 
sidered this ! " 
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" Well, rU let him understand that we're not on 
his list of paupers yet," Don growled. "Those 
bills will go spinning back into his hands again 
almost as quickly as they left them." 

" Calm yourself, son, and leave Adelaide to me. 
I have a few choicely culled phrases to drop into 
his ear. I believe I'll jot down several for his 
grandmother now. Would it tire you to hear what 
I've written ?" she asked, after a few minutes of 
earnest composition. " I'd like you to see if it 
sounds dignified without being rude." 

" Oh, I can bear it," Don responded graciously, 
screwing into a cool place on the pillows. 

" ^ My dear Mrs. Legrand,' " read Agnes, 
" ' Owing to my brother's illness it will be im- 
possible for me to take advantage of any plans you 
may have made for me. Your visit last week was 
so unexpected that I could not remind you, as I 
must now, that your offers of assistance were in 
response to no appeal from us, but were merely, 
I am sure, the promptings of a generous spirit. 
Sincerely yours, Agnes Fairfield Bennett.' " 

"That last part sticks in my throat," she said, 
looking up with a wry face, " for she never will see 
the sarcasm of it." 

" I've nothing left to wish for," Don murmured, 
settling back in deep content. " That fainting spell 
was the best card I could have played." 
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She rumpled his hair as she went by the couch. 
"As if I didn't see through you from the first! 
Now I'm going out to post this letter and the 
sketches you wanted me to mail. If we can only 
get along till the concert." 

Running downstairs, she plumped into some 
one in the dark. " Adelaide ! " she said absently, 
righting herself " I wouldn't go up now." She 
hesitated. " Don has to be kept very quiet, and I 
want him to get a nap. You'd better walk with me 
to the post-office." 

He fell in beside her without a word ; instead of 
the embarrassment she expected, his face was sternly 
set; and she, who was to have been the accuser, began 
to feel accused. In silence they reached the post- 
office, and still in silence they went on to the square. 
Suddenly the breath of coming spring, the swelling 
buds of scarlet on the trees, hints of green in the 
grass, the hazy blue vistas of rain and sunshine, 
smote her with a keen sense of release and joy. 

" Oh, Perry, how beautiful ! Spring is very near, 
you can feel it to-day. Oh, if only Don could 
be here!" 

He moved on beside her stonily. " Why don't 
you call me Adelaide ? " he asked. 

Agnes took a quick look at him, and then, colouring 
furiously, looked down, dismayed, at loss for a word. 

" So you think I'm a sissy ? " he demanded. 
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" Oh, no, Perry, no, indeed no, you know I 
don't," she stammered. 

" Then why should you tack a sickly girl's name 
on me ? I've heard you say it before, but I hadn't 
an idea it was meant for me. Do you think 
just because my grandmother keeps me tied to her 
chair, and because I don't try to earn my living, 
I'm a regular rag doll? Everybody can't have 
his own way as you've had yours. I'd ten times 
rather go down and live in a place like yours, and 
have my own say, than be * coddled like a kid in 
kilts,' as you said I was one day. Here I've gone 
on thinking I was one of you, and all the time 
you've been ridiculing me and finding me a nui- 
sance, and laughing at the way I tag after you 
two. When I've * adjusted my mind to it,' as you 
call it, I shan't care so much. At any rate, I 
haven't pretended; I've been as honest as I thought 
you were." 

"We never really ridiculed you," Agnes was 
slowly beginning, trying to present their position 
fairly without revealing too much. 

"Oh, * really,' " Perry echoed, his fierce strides 
hurrying them along. " I thought I was enjoying 
the first great friendship I ever had, and you weren't 
* really ridiculing' me. I believe I'll stick to my 
grandmother and Mr. Barlow after this; they're 
good safe people to know." 
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"And we'll stick to our own kind, too, — the 
people who can understand," Agnes said haughtily. 

" On my word, you're more snobbish than the 
people you look down on as snobs ! " he burst out, 
at the height of his wrath. 

They had compassed half the square by this time, 
and she spoke again. "You're so convinced that 
we've been doing something mean and ungenerous 
there's no use trying to explain." 

Then Perry's attitude was humbler. ** I'd be 
glad to see it in another light." 

They were at the Farragut statue now, and Agnes 
turned into the path that cut across the park. " It 
would be too bad to keep you from your grand- 
mother any longer," she said, with cool suggestion. 
Then, as his hand went up to his hat and he swung 
away from her in quick pride, she added hastily, 
" Oh, Adelaide ! " 

He wavered, turned, and meeting her provoking 
face, stopped where he was. 

" Come, you're talking nonsense and you know 
it," she charged impatiently, "You don't believe 
what you are saying ; you're cross because we didn't 
call you Thor or Paganini, and you've talked it into 
a grievance. Do you mean to say Don isn't what 
he seems ? I don't care what you think of me, I 
can take care of myself, but do you think Don a 
hypocrite ? " 
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"Oh, weil, if you put it point blank, I don't sup- 
pose I do," was the sulky admission. 

"Very good, then," she rejoined with dimpled, 
gracious alacrity^ " in that case I don't mind telling 
you that the nickname was merely a convenience, 
and so unsuited to you that no one could possibly 
connect it with you. And it was on your account, 
too. If you had overheard us saying that we hoped 
to goodness Perry wouldn't come till the room was 
tidier, you might have been hurt without any rea- 
son ; every word carries through that leaky little 
hole, and we can't always remember to be careful. 
You see your tantrum was all for nothing, but I 
wonder if you can explain away my grievance 
against you. I intended to be stern with you, but 
you've been so wounded I'll have to forgive you 
about your grandmother." 

It was Perry's turn to look dismayed. " My 
grandmother! What has she been doing? " 

" It isn't so much what she did, I haven't a doubt 
that she thought she was doing what was kind and 
generous, while it was coarse and cruel ; but you. 
Perry, you could come down and share our scanty 
meals and guess our straits, you could see that we 
would rather have starved than ask a hand of any 
one, and you could go back to your grandmother 
and say, ' Charity for two beggars.' " Her indigna- 
tion rose in rehearsal of the injury. 
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" Do you mean that she offered you — what did 
she say to you ? " 

" You must ask her if you want to know that. 
I have been humiliated enough. I was dazed and 
sick when I saw her, and I had no special sense of 
shame ; now I quiver over it." 

They started on a second turn around the square. 
" I will find out from her if she has insulted you," 
he threatened, his hands clinched at his sides. 
Tears stood in his eyes. 

" I have just written her, to say that she must 
not give herself any more trouble about us,** the 
girl said, more gently. 

" I don't wonder you and Don didn't want to see 
me, if you thought I set her on. She can be 
generous, I know ; if she had taken the fancy she 
would have started half a dozen classes for you, but 
her hobby is that people must get things for them- 
selves ; I don't know why, for she had nothing to 
do with getting her own money. When she asked 
me how your plans were coming out and I said they 
weren't succeeding as well as you had hoped, I 
never expected this. But I might have known," 
he groaned. " I couldn't help seeing that you and 
Don were looking pretty bad, and I suppose she 
could see I was worried." 

" You're acquitted — Adelaide — of all the hate- 
ful charges we've laid against you," she said auda- 
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ciously, " and it was shabby of me to say what I did 
about your not being our kind, because I know 
better. Your grandmother, now, is an atrocity — 
dear me, that slipped out before I thought! I 
mean, she never could be in tune with the artistic 
temperament." 

Perry laughed and then grew serious. "Don't 
let it rankle," he pleaded. " I know it must have 
been something dreadful, and the more she meant 
to be kind the more dreadful it probably was. Is 
there anything I can do to make it better ? " 

" If you'll never let her talk about it to you, that 
would help," was the quick response. " Even now 
I can relish it a little, and soon we shall remember 
nothing but the absurdity of it. Oh, but what do 
we care when Don's getting better, and luck's look- 
ing up, and spring is in the air ? 

** * Tis a month and a month to the month of May, 
And spring comes slowly up this way.' 

" There's one thing I want to ask you," she pur- 
sued, with sly intent. "If some one left a cab- 
bage on your door-sill, and you didn't clap it into 
the pot because it was the sort of thing you couldn't 
digest if you should cook it, and yet you couldn't 
throw it away, don't you think the best thing would 
be to set it where the owner could see it and relieve 
you of it ? " His burning face was the answer she 
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needed. " There's something you can do for nie, 
the greatest of favours," she added tactfully. " If 
you will you shall play the 'cello at ray first little 
concert. Come, let's hurrv back to tell Don about 
It. 

Don, in the fretfulness of invalidism, restless from 
the long absence of his nurse, was disposed to hold 
Perry at arm's length, but when Agnes had shaken 
his pillows and given him some hot food he had 
taken the cue fix>m her affability. 

" See what a barbaric little nosegay we brought 
you," she said, dropping a double handful of scarlet 
and yellow tulips in his lap. ^^ Its whoop-la air just 
fits the morning, for oh ! Don dear, you will grow 
strong when you can get out-doors and feel spring 
creep over you with delicious little thrills." 

He was eager with his questions when Perry had 
been sent away happy. ** Then he wasn't guilty of 
the cabbage ? " 

" Oh, yes ; didn't you see me drop it in his hat 
while he sat there? He took it without a word, 
having been tutored beforehand. We mustn't be 
snobbish with him, Don, for he doesn't mean any 
harm, and he does think the world of you." 

" Much obliged, I'm sure," Don said, grinning a 
little, and Agnes buried her nose in a tulip. 

As his grin expanded she looked up to meet it 
frankly. " We may as well admit it, we've rather 
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overdone Perry's education. Don, it's appalling 
how he even thinks in our phrases. But I'll switch 
him over to Margaret when we go away, and he'll 
strike a balance soon." 

" Margaret's got something else to think about," 
he quickly returned, with an impatient kick at the 
clothes. " However, you can try it if you like, only 
I warn you it can't be done. And do you know 
what I think ? I think Perry will begin to educate 
you pretty soon. I can see him growing beyond 
you now." 

^' Don, how dare you ! You're getting light- 
headed and it must be time for your medicine," 
she cried, plunging toward him in a pink confusion 
that all her fussy rattle of glass and spoon could not 
conceal. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

CLEARING WEATHER 

*' I, sailing on the spring ocean, getting in from my winter 
voyage, begin to smell the land." 

THEY were cheerful days, those of conva- 
lescence, for the sun poured warmly into 
the room till late afternoon, and when it 
went, the twins, made daring by steady encourage- 
ment, let no spectre of the gas man stand between 
them and comfort. In the interval before the con- 
cert they had very nearly enough to eat, so that 
Don's strength came back with happy sureness, and 
soon he was able to get as far as a bench in the 
square and watch the strange figures that crept out 
to sun themselves after their winter sleep. Mind- 
ful of their recent experience with Perry, the twins 
unbent from their haughty independence to drive 
with him in the park, not behind his grandmother's 
horses — Perry knew better than to hint that to his 
friends — but a very good pair from a near-by stable 
was an agreeable substitute. 

Spring gained on the land; the green could be 
seen pushing up through the dull browns and golds 

of the grass in every square. Buds were big on the 
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trees. The sidewalks bloomed with the overflow 
from the florists' windows, flaring masses of yellows 
and scarlets ; the rollicking note of the hurdy-gurdy 
was never absent from the street ; venders in the rags 
of last year crawled out into the light, to shake oflF 
their torpor and push little hand-carts in and out 
the alleys. Even in the dingy halls of the Hive a 
changed air was evident. 

Nightly rehearsals for the concert were held in the 
liferoom, and Agnes, intent on bringing a flavour 
of piquancy to jaded palates, chose and rejected 
numbers for her programme, while Perry patiently 
learned new accompaniments, only to discard them. 

" Do you know that you don't sing at all as you 
did when we came here ? " Don asked suddenly, at 
the last rehearsal. 

She looked up, startled. "The wonder is that 
my voice isn't cracked. Does it sound thin to 
you r 

" Oh, no, it's not that ; but I used to think of 
the way you were singing, and now I never think 
how you sing for the beauty of what you sing, even 
some of your oldest songs." 

" I told you I was years beyond where I was last 
September," she sagely made answer, as if there were 
no wondering Perry to hear. " This winter is going 
to tell in our work more than any training we could 
buy." 
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** Do you think it shows in this ? *' he asked, 
turning his drawing-board over to display a hasty 
sketch of her standing with lightly clasped hands 
in a pose of buoyant earnestness. 

"In every line," she declared firmly. " Dear me, 
that's awfully taking. Do I look as much at ease 
as that ? It's good enough to bear witness to the 
Whartons of our gratitude." 

The eventful day was soon at hand. Detachments 
of rugs and cushions arrived at intervals from early 
morning, but Mrs. Wharton implored them not to 
change a thing about their own rooms. It was all 
perfect as it was, and the atmosphere must not be 
disturbed. Notwithstanding, the twins borrowed 
various little properties from their neighbours, a lamp 
here, a bit of drapery there, a cast of the winged 
Victory from another, until they wrought a trans- 
formation. Vi'let was to wait on the guests at this 
halfway station and take their wraps, while Little 
Charlie at the street door below, adorned with an 
immense boutonniere, was to save them an hour of 
blind wandering through the maze. 

The boys dispersed with provoking leisure that 
night, and the instant they were gone an excited trio 
panted up the stairs, their arms full of cushions, 
Agnes in a long beruffled apron over her muslin 
frock, the overshoes exchanged for pretty slip- 
pers, Donald with a painting-apron over his even- 
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ing clothes, and Perry daringly capering about in 
Pickles's pink pinafore as they tugged the easels to 
one side, pushed back the model stand, and hung 
the lanterns through the room. 

" How perfectly charming of you ! " came Mrs. 
Wharton's high, sweet voice as she appeared 
around the screen. " I shouldn't have thought of 
this, but it adds the one touch we needed. Don't 
one of you dare undo a button of those aprons ! 
If you won't agree to keep them on I shall turn 
out the gas and go home." She herself was won- 
derful in a gown of wavy iridescent green. 

" Oh, but we can't pose around in these. We'd 
look awfully foolish," the twins protested. 

" My dears, everybody can have best clothes, and 
have them all alike, but this is a special occasion 
for special people. That bewitching young person 
in pink is not to be sacrificed to your whims, at all 
events." 

They hastened to present the blushing and grati- 
fied Adelaide, and then, as there was not much time 
for parleying, they hurried to light the candles. 
But while they were still trying to push the worst 
of that week's canvases into an inconspicuous back- 
ground, and drag out more brilliant and time- 
mellowed studies from the dusty loft, at the very 
height of their eflForts, in fact, a score of laughing, 
exclaiming guests trailed over the stairs. Mrs. 
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Wharton smothered her triumph in graciousness, 
and the three pinafored young people who helped 
her receive were not a little disconcerted by the 
enthusiasm their costuming roused. People liked 
it, undoubtedly, as Mrs. Wharton had prophesied; 
but it was embarrassing to be regarded as part 
of the show, to watch exclamations creep into eyes 
and expressions of delight politely checked until 
backs were turned. Comments rippled audibly 
through the crowd till the twins were moved to 
inward laughter, and Perry, watching their faces, 
ceased to skulk about abashed. 

And now the orchestra was tuning up, the lights 
were low, and Agnes climbed the model stand while 
Perry seated himself on it just below, as they had 
planned. Now that the weary months of waiting 
were past, she would waste no breath on sadness 
and despair ; of the joy of the morning she sang, 
of the days of unfolding leaves, trilling like the 
song-bird Mrs. Wharton called her. 

For a moment she stood flushing under their 
applause, and then, — it was all too much like the 
enthusiastic calls from the china closet! — with a 
laughing eye on Don she caught her ruffled skirts 
in dainty fingers and swept half-mocking, exagger- 
ated acknowledgments, graceful, wilful, with just 
that overdone touch befitting the masquerade. 

Of course they cheered from their cushions and 
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cried for more, and she gave them an Irish folk- 
song, with a pathetic note vibrating through the 
lovely lilting cadences. 

** * Oh, I knead and I spin, but my life is low the while. 
Oh, I long to be alone, and I walk abroad a mile. 
Yet if I walk alone, and think of naught at all. 
Why from me that's young should the wild tears fall ? 

^^ %^ %^ %^ ^^ %j^ ^^ 

*^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ 

** * The cabin-door looks down a fiirze-lighted hill. 

And as far as Leighlin Cross the fields are green and still ; 
But once I hear the blackbird in Leighlin hedges call. 
The foolishness is on me, and the wild tears fall.' " 

" We know, poor dear," murmured Don in her 
ear, as she settled down beside him, " it's because 
her little stomach is so hollow. Never mind, we'll 
take a little nourishment before you sing again." 

Mrs. Wharton, off in a corner with a small corps 
of assistants, was achieving wonderful effects with 
steaming tea, cracked ice, and whipped cream. 
Vi'let brought in platters of delicate sandwiches. 
Don and the doctor bustled to look after the guests, 
and Perry, the ecstatic, effervescent as Pickles him- 
self in Pickles's plumage, skipped lightly about, car- 
rying glasses on the huge palette he had appropriated 
for a tray. 

" I should like to see some of your work," one 
lady said to him, with effusive admiration. 

"There is none of it here; I'm afraid I play 
more than I paint," was his sly response. 
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" Ah, you Bohemians ! when will you settle down 
like the rest of the world ! " she cried, with increased 
delight. 

It was like entertaining a whole class of Perrys. 
They poked about, exclaiming and soiling their 
gloves, until in the course of time Donald's little 
sketch, signed and laid aside for the moment of 
presentation, came to light. Don had the gift of 
catching character, and the dash and snap of this 
slight drawing took the eye. 

" Do you care to sell it ? " asked somebody, com- 
ing up with it in his hand. " It's a charming little 
thing, you know." 

"It's Mrs. Wharton's, not mine," Don returned. 

" Mine ? " Mrs. Wharton swept over in her 
shimmering green skirts. " I shall think too much 
of this to let it go, Professor Clark, but Mr. Bennett 
will do you another if you like, I'm sure," she said 
sweetly. With it under her arm she moved through 
the room, chatting here and there, and always show- 
ing the picture and telling of Professor Clark's dis- 
appointment. A slight act, gracefully done, but 
one that was to bear pleasant fruit another season. 

That dim gray room ! over all the laughing uproar 
its influence held sway. A life that was foreign to 
theirs, — that was all that most of them knew, unable 
to translate their consciousness of the intangible 
presence of an ideal. 



